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ADVERTISEMENT. 


J. Tonſon, and the other Proprietors of the Co- 
5 of Shakeſpear*s Plays, deſigning to finiſh their 
dition now publiſhing, with all Speed, give No- 
tice, That with the laſt Play they will deliv-r Gra- 
tis General Titles to each Volume of the whole 
Work, ſo that each Play may be bound in its pro- 
er Place: And alio do give farther Notice, 
hat any Play of JShakeſpear's that now is, or 
hereafter ſhall be out of Þ:int, will be reprinted 
without Delay; ſo that all Gentlemen who have 
bought thoſe Plays, ſhall not be diſappointed, but 
may depend on having their Sets compleated. 


N. B. Whereas one R. Walker has propoſed to 
Pirate all Sbakeſpear' Plays, but through Igne- 
rance of what Plays are Shakeſpear's, did in ſeve- 
ral Advertiſements propeſe zo print Oedipus King 
of Thebes as one of Shakeſpear*s Plays; and has 
fince printed Tate' King Lear inſtead of Shake- 
ſpear's, and in That and Hamlet has omitted al- 
moſt One Half of the Genuine Editions N by 
J. Tonſon and the Proprietors; The World will 
therefore judge how likely they are to have a com- 
I" Collection of Shakeſpear's Plays from the ſaid 

. Walker. 
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THE 
PROLOGUE 


T HE doubtful Title, Gentlemen, prefixt . 

5 Upon the Argument we have in Hand, 
May breed ſuſpence, and wrongfully diſturb 
The peaceful Quiet of your ſettled Thoughts : 
To ſtop which Scruple, let this brief ſuffice, 
[tis no pamper d Glutton we preſent, 
Nor aged Counſellor to youthful Sin; 
Bat one, whoſe Virtue ſhone above the reft, 
A valiant Martyr, and a virtuous Peer, 
n whoſe true Faith and Loyalty expreſt 

* Unto his Sovereign, and his Country's weal : 

Mie ſtrive to pay that Tribute of our Love 
| > Your Favour's Merit; let fair Truth be grac'd, 
Since forc'd Invention former Time defac'd. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 4 


7 Henry the Fiſth. 

a Sir John Oldcaftle, Lord Cobham, 

Harpool, Servant to the Lord Cobbam. 

Lord Herbert, with Gough his Man, 

Lord Powis, with Owen and Davy, his Men. 

The Mayor of Hereford, and Sheriff of Herefordſhire, 
with Bailiffs and Servants. 

Two Judges of Aſſize. 

The Biſhep of Rocheſter, and Clun his Sumner. 

Sir John the Parſon of W cotham, and Doll his Concabine, 

The Duke of Suffolk. 

The Earl of Huntington. 

The Earl of Cambridge. 

Lord Scroop, 

Lord Grey. 

Chartres the French Agent. 

Sir Roger Acton. 

Sir Richard Lee. 8 

Maſter Bourn, ; 

Maſter Beverley, Rebels, 

Murley, the Brewer of Dunſtable. 

Maſter Butler, Gentleman of the Privy-Chamber, 

Lady Cobham. . 

Lady Powis, | | _ 

Cromer, Sheriff of Kent. - 

Lord Warden of the Cinque-Ports, 


Lieutenant of the Tower. | ; 
The Mayor, Conſtable, and Goaler of St. Albans, + { 
A Kentilh Conſtable and an Ale-wan, i 
Soldiers and old Men begging. þ 
Dick and) Tom, Servants to Murley, 5 


An Iriſhman. 
An Hoſt, Hoſiler, a Carrier and Kate, 
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Sir John Oldcaftle. 
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Enter Sheriff, Lord Herbert, Lord Powis, Owen, 
Failiff, Gough, and Davy. 


SHERIFF, 


=—=} Lords, I charge ye in his Highneſs 
Name to keep the Peace, you and your 
Followers. 

Her. Good Maſter Sheriff, look un- 
to your ſelf, 
1 * Pow. Do ſo, for we have other Bu- 

—— ſineſs. [ Proffer to fight again. 

Sher, Will ye diſturb the Judges, and the Aſſize? 
Hear the King's Proclamation, ye were beſt. 

Pow. Hold then, let's hear it. 

Her. But be brief, ye were belt. 

Bail. O yes. 

Davy. Goſſone, make ſhorter O, or mall mar your 
Les. 

Bail. O yes. A 3 Oe, 
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Ouen. What, has her nothing to ſay, but O yes? by 

Bail, O yes. | # 

Davy. O nay, py cofs plut, down with her, down | 
with her. A Pow:s, a Powis, 

Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert, and down with Powjs, 

[ Helter skelter again, 

Sher. Hold, in the King's Name, hold. 

Owen, Down with a Knayes Name, down, 

{In the Fight the Bailiff is knock'd down, and the 
Sheriff and the other run away. 

Her. Powis, I think thy Welſh and thou do ſmart, 

Pow, Herbert, I think my Sword came near thy Heart, 

Her. Thy Heart's beſt Blood ſhall pay the Loſs of mine, 

Gough. A Herbert, a Herbert, 

Davy. A Pow1s, a Powis, | 
As they are fighting, Enter the Mayor of Hereford, his 

Officers and Townſmen with Clubs. . 

May. _ Lords, as you are Liegemen to the Crown, | * 
True Noblemen, and Subjects to the King, | 
Attend his Highneſs' Proclamation, 

Commanded by the Judges of flize, 
For keeping Peace at this \ſſembly. 

Her. Good Maſter Mayor of Hereford, be brief, 

May. Serjeant, without the Ceremonies of O yes, 
Pronounce aloud the Proclamation, 

Ser. The King's Juſtices perceiving what publick Miſ- 
chief may enſue this private Quarrel; in his Majeſty's | 
Name, do ftraitly charge and command ali Perſons. of 5 
what e ſoever to depart this City of Hereford. ex- 
cept ſuch as are bound to give Artendance at this ſſize, 
and that no Man preſume to wear any Weapon, eſpecial- 
ly Welſh- Hooks, Foreſt- Bills 

Owen, Haw? No pill nor Wells hoog ? ha? 

May. Peace, and hear the Proclamation. 

Ser. And that the Lord Pow1s do preſently diſperſe and 
diſcharge.his Retinue, and depart the City in the King's 
Peace, he and his Followers, on pain of Impriſonment. 

Davy, Haw? pud her Lord Powis in Priſon? A 
Potis, a Powis, Cofſoen, her will live and tye with 
her Lord. g | 

Gough, A Herbert, a Herbert. 
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In this Fight the Lord Herbert is wounded, and falls to 

KR the Ground, the Mayor and his Company cry for Clubs: 
Powis runs away,” Gough and Herbert's Faction are 
buſy about him. Enter the two Judges, the Sheriff 
and his Bailiffs afore them, &C. 


1 Judge. Where's the Lord Herbert? Is he hurt or 
flain ? 

Sher. He's here, my Lord. 

2 Fudęe. How fares his Lordſhip, Friends? 

Gough. Mortally wounded, ſpeechleſs, he cannot live. 

1 Judge, Convey him hence, let not his Wounds take 


Air, 
And get him dreſt with Expedition. 
F [Exit L. Herbert and Gough. 
Maſter Mayor of Hereford, Maſter Sheriff o'th' Shire, 
Commit Lord Powis to ſafe Cuſtody, 
To anſwer the Diſturbance of the Peace, 
Lord Herbert's Peril, and his high Contempt 
Of us, and you the King's Commiſſioners, 
See it be done with Care and Diligence, 
Sher. Pleaſe it your Lordſhip, my Lord Pois is gone 
paſt all recovery. a 
2 Judge. Yet let Search be made, 
To apprehend his Followers that are left. 
: Sher, There are ſome of them: Sirs, lay hold of 
4 Owen, Of us? and why ? what has her done, I pray 
on ? 
7 Sher. Diſarm them, Bailiffs, 
May. Officers aflift. 
Davy. Here you, Lord Shudge, what Reſſon for this? 
1 Owen, Coſſoon, pe puſe for fighting for our Lord? 
3 1 Fudge, Away with them. 
* Davy. Harg you, my Lord. 
Owen, Gough my Lord Herbert's Man's a ſhitten Kanave. 
Davy. Ice live and tye in good Quarrel. 
Owen. Pray you do [huſtice, let awl be Priſon, 
Davy. Priſon, no, 


Lord Shudge, I wool give you Pale, good Surety. - 
| 2 Fudge. 
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2 Judge. What Bail? what Sureties ? 
Davy. Her Cozen ap Rice, ap Evan, ap Morice, ap 
Morgan, ap Lluellyn, ap Madoc, ap Meredith, ap Grif- 
fin, ap Davy, ap Owen, ap Shinken Shones, 
2 Fudge. Two of the moſt ſfufticient are enow. 
Sher, And't pleaſe yayr Lordlhip theſe are all but one. 
r Judge. To Goal with them and the Lord Herbert's 
Men, 
We'll talk with them, when the Aſſize is done. Exeuut. 
Riotous, audacious, and unruly Grooms, | 
Muft we be forced to come from the Bench, 
To quiet Brawls, which every Conſtable 
In other civil Places can ſuppreſs ? 

2 Judge, What was the Quarrel that caus'd all this Stix ? 

Sher. About Religion, as I heard, my Lord. 

Lord Powis's detracted from the Power of Rome, 
Affirming Weicklif's Do@rine to be true, 

And Rome's Erroneous : Hot Reply was made 
By the Lord Herbert, they were Traitors all 
That ws xr ann it. Powis anſwer'd, 

They were ns true, as noble, and as wiſe 

As he, that would defend it with their Lives. 
He nam'd for inſtance Sir Foha Oldcaſile 

The Lord Cobham : Herbert reply'd again, 

He, thou, and all are Traitors that ſo hold. 
The Lye was giv'n, the ſeveral Factions drawn, 
and ſo enrag'd, that we could not appeaſe it. 

1 Fudge, This Caſe concerns the King's Prerogative, 
And 'tis dangerous to the State and Commonwealth, 
* Juſtices, Maſter Mayor, and Maſter She- 

riff, 
It doth behove us all, and each of us 
In general and particular, to have care, 
For the ſuppreſſing of all Mutinies, 
And all Aſſemblies, except Soldiers Muſters, 
For the King's Preparation into Fraxce. 
We hear of ſecret Conventicles made, 
And there is doubt of ſome Conſpiracies, 
Which may break out into rebellious Arms 
When the King's gone, perchance before he go: 
Note as an Inſtance, this one perillous Fray, 
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What Factions might have grown on either part, 
To the Deſtruction of the King and Realm: 
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Let, in my Conſcience, Sir John Oldcaftle's 


Innocent of it, only his Name was us'd. 
We therefore from his Highneſs give this Charge: 
Vou, Maſter Mayor, look to your Citizens, 
You, Maſter Sheriff, unto your Shire, and you 
As Juſtices in every one's Precinct 
There be no Meetings. When the yulgar Sort 
Sit on their Ale-Bench, with their Cups and Cans, 
Matters of State be not their common Talk, 
Nor pure Religion by their Lips prophan'd. 
And there examine further of this Fray. | 
Enter a Bailiff and a Serjeant. 

Sher, Sirs, have ye taken the Lord Powis yet? 

Bail. Nu, nor heard of him. 

Ser. No, he's gone far enough. 

2 Judge, They that are left behind, ſhall anſwer all. 

[ Exennt, - 


Enter the Duke of Suffolk, Biſhop of Rocheſter, Maſter ©, | 


Butler, Sir John the Parſon of Wrotham, 


Suf. Now, my Lord Biſhop, take free Liberty 
To ſpeak your Mind; what is your Suit to us? 
Roch. My noble Lord, no more than what you know, - 
And have been oftentimes inveſted with : 
Grievous Complaints have paſt between the Lips 
Of envious Perſons to upbraid the Clergy, 
Some carping at the Livings which we have; 
And others ſpurning at the Ceremonies 
That are of ancient Cuſtom in the Church. 
Amongſt the which, Lord Cobham is a Chief: 
W hat Inconvenience may proceed hereof, 
Both to the King and to the Commonwealth, 
May eaſily be diſcern'd, when like a Frenſy 
This Innoyation ſhall pofleſs their Minds. 
Theſe Upſtarts will have Followers to uphold 
Their damn'd Opinion, more than Harry ſhall 
To undergo his Quarrel 'gainſt the French. | 
Sa. What Proof is there againſt them to be had, 
That what you ſay the Law may juftify ? 150 


* 4 
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Roch. They give themſelves the Name of Proteſtants, | 
And meet in Fields and ſolitary Groves. . 
5. John, Was ever heard, my Lord, the like till 4 
now? 0 
That Thieves and Rebels, 'sblood Hereticks, 5 
Plain Heretick*, 1']! ſtand to't to their Teeth, 
Should have, to colour their vile Practices, 
A Title of ſuch worth, as Proteſtant? 
Enter one with a Letter. 
Su. O but you muſt not ſwear, it ill becomes 
One cf your Coat, to rap out bloody Oaths, 
Roch, Pardon him, good my Lord; it is his Zeal; 
An honeſt Country Prelate, who laments 
To ſee ſuch foul Diſorder in the Church, 
S. Jobn. There's one, they call him Sir John Oldcaſtle. 
He has not bi Name {or nought: For like a Caſtle 
Doth he encompaſs them within his Walls, 
But *til) that Caſtle be ſubverted quite, * 
We ne'er ſhall be at quiet in the Realm. 1 
Rech. This is our Suit, my Lord, that he be ta'en 
Ard brought in queſtion for his Hereſy: 
Beſide, two Letters brought me out 4 Wales, 
Wherein my Lord of Hertferd writes to me, . 
W bat Tumult and Sedition was begun, 
About the Lord Cobham, at the Sizes there, 
For they had much ado to calm the Rage, 
And that the valiant Herbert is there Hain. 
Suf. A Fire that muſt be quench'd. Well ſay no more, 
The King anon goes to the Council Chamber, 
There to debate of Matters touching France, 
As he doth paſs by, I'll inform his Grace 
Concerning your Petition. Maſter Butler, 
If 1 forget, do you remember me, 
But. f will, my Lord. 
Roch. Not as a Recompence, 
But as a Token of our Love to you, [Offers him a Purſe; 
By me, my Lords, the Clergy doth 5 
This Purſe, and in it full a thouſand Angels, 
Praying your Lordſhip to accept their Gift. 
» Swuf. I thank them, my Lord Biſhop, for their love, 
Put will not take their Money; if you pleaſe * 
* | | To 
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To give it to;this Gentleman, you may. 
Roch, Sir, then we crave your furtherance herein, 
But. The beſt I can, my Lord of Rocheſter. 
Roch. Nay, pray take it, truſt me you ſhall. | 
S. Fohn, Were ye all three upon New Market Heath, 
You ſhould not need ftrain curt'ſie who ſhould ha't, 
Sir John would quickly rid ye of that care, 
Suf. The King is coming : Fear ye not, my Lord, 
The very firſt thing I will break with him 
Shall be about your matter. 
Enter the King, and Earl of Huntington in talk. 
King, My Lord of Suffolk, 
Was it not ſaid the Clergy did refuſe 
To lend us Money toward our Wars in France ? 
Suf. It was my Lord, but very wrongfully. 
King, I know it was: For Huntington here tells me 
They have been very bountiful of late. 
Suf. 2 Mill they vow, my gracious Lord, te 
eſo, | 
Hoping your Majeſty will think on them 
As of your loving Subjects, and ſuppreſs 
All ſuch malicious Errors as begin 
To ſpot their calling, and diſturb the Church. 
King. God elſe forbid : why, Suffolk, 
Is there any new Rupture to diſquiet them? 
Suf. No new, my Lord, the old is great enough, 
And ſo increaſing, as if not eut down, 
Will breed a ſcandal to your Royal State, 
And ſet your Kingdom quickly in an uproar, 
The Kent iſh Knight, Lord Cobham, in deſpight 
Of any Law, or ſpiritual Diſcipline, 
Maintains this upſtart new 154 ſtill, 
And divers great Aſſemblies by his means, 
And private Quarrels are commenc'd abroad, 
As by this Letrer more at large, my Liege, is made 
apparent, | 
King. We do find it here, 
There was in Wales a certain Fray of late 
Between two Noblemen. But what of this: 
Follows it 2 Lord Cob ham )muſt be he 


* the fame? I dare be ſworm good Rep. 
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He never dream'd of any ſuch centention. 
Roch, But in his Name the quarrel did begin, . J 

About the Opinion which he held, my Liege. if 
King. What if it did? was either he in place 

To take part with them ? or abett them in it? 

If brabling Fellows, whoſe enkindled Blood 

Seeths in their fiery Veins, will needs go fight, 

Making their Quarrels of ſome words that paſt 

Either of you, or you, amongſt their Cups, 

Is the Fault yours? or are they guilty of it ? 
Saf, Mich pardon of your Highneſs, my dread” 
ord, 

Such little Sparks neglected, may in time 

Grow to a mighty Flame. But that's not all, 

He doth beſide maintain a ſtrange Religion, 

And will not be compell'd to come to Maſs, : 
Roch. We do beſeech you therefore, gracious- | 

Prince, | * 

Without Offence unto your Majeſty, 

We may be bold to uſe Authority. 
King. As how? 

Roch. To ſummon him unto the Arches, | 
Where ſuch Offences have their Puniſhment. 4 
King. To anſwer perſonally, is that your meaning? 

Roch. It is, my Lord. 

King. How if he appeal? 

Roch, My Lord, he cannot in ſuch a Caſe as this, 

Suf. Not where Religion is the Plea, my Lord. 

King. I took it always, that our ſelf ſtood on't 
As a ſufficient Refuge : Unto whom 
Not any but might lawfully appeal. 4 
But we'll not argue now upon that Point. 1 
For Sir Jahn Oldcaſile, whom you accuſe, | 
Le: me igtreat you to diſpenſe a while 
With your high Title of Preheminence. [In ſcorn, 
Report did never yet condemn him ſo, 
But he hath always been reputed Loyal : 
And in my Knowledge I can ſay thus much, 
That he is virtuous, wile, and honourable. 
If any way his Conſcience be ſeduc'd 


To Waver in his Faith, I'll ſend for him, 
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And ſchool him privately: If that ſerve not, 
Then afterward you may proceed againſt him. 
”” Butler, be you the Meſſenger for us, 


And will him preſently repair to Court. [ Exit. . 
S. John. How. now, my Lord? why ſtand: you diſcon - 
| tent? 


Inſooth, methinks, the King bath well decreed. 
Roch, Ay, ay, Sir John, it he would keep his Word: 
But I perceive be favours him ſo much 
As this will be to ſmall Effect, I fear. 
S. John. Why then I'll tell you what you're beſt to do: 
If you ſuſpect the King will be but cold | 
In reprehending him, fend you a Proceſs too 
To ſerve upon him, ſo you may be ſure 
To make him anſwer't, howſoever it fall. 
Roch. And well remembred, I will have it ſo, | 
A Sumner ſhall be ſent about it ſtraight. [Exit 
. S. John, Yea, do ſo, In the mean ſpace this remains 

7 For kind Sir John of Mrotham, honeſt Fack : 

Methinks the Pucſe of Gold the Biſhop gave 

Made a good ſhew, it had a tempting Look: 

Beſhrew me, but my Fingers ends do itch 

To be upon thoſe golden Ruddocks, Well 'tis thus; 

1 am not as the World doth take me for: 

If ever Wolf were cloathed in Sheep's Coat, 
Then lam he; old huddle and twang i'faith : 

A Prieft in ſhew, but, in plain Terms, a Thief: 
Tet let me tell you too, an honeſt Thief: 
One that will take it where it may be ſpar'd, 
And ſpend it freely in good Fellowſhip. 

I have as many Shapes as Proteus had, 

That til] when any Villany is done, 

There may none ſuſpect it was Sir John. 
Beſides, to comfort me, (for what's this Life, 
Except the crabbed Bitterneſs thereof 
Be ſweetned now and then with Letchery 2) 
I have my Dell, my Concubine as twere 
To frolick with, a luſty bouncing Girl. 
But whilſt I loiter here, the Gold may ſcape, 
And that muſt not be ſo: It is mine own; 
Therefore I'll meet him an bis way to Court, 


And 


— 


0 
| 
N 
U 
+ £ 
1 
17 
1 33s 
: 
& 
1 
l, 
| 
14 
Uh, 
N 
14 
44 
1 
1 
- 


14 The HISTORY of 


And ſhrive him of it, there will be the ſport. [ Exit. 
Enter four poor People, ſome Soldiers, ſome old Men. 
1. God help, God help, there's Law for puniſhing, 

But there's no Law for Neceſlity : 

/There be more Stocks to ſet poor Soldiers in, 

Than there be Houſes to relieve them at, 

Old Man. Ay, Houſe-keeping decays in every place, 
Even as St. Peter writ, ſtill worſe and worſe. 

2. Maſter Mayor of Rocheſter has given command, 
That none ſhall go abroad out of the Pariſh, and has 
ſet down an Order forſooth, what every Houſholder 
muſt give for our Relief; where there be ſome ſeſſed, 
I may ſay to you, had almoſt as much need to beg 
as we. 

1. I: is a bard World the while. 

Old Man. If a poor Man ask at Door for God's ſake, 
they ask him for a Licence or a Certificate from a Juſ- 
tice. 


2. Faith we have none, but what we bear upon our | 


Bodies; our maim'd Limbs, God help ue. 

4. And yet as lame as I am, II! with the King into 
France, if I can but crawl aShip-board, I had rather 
be flain in France, than ſtarve in England. 

Old Man, Ha, were I but as luſty as I was at Shrews- 
bury Battel, I would not do as 1 do; but we are now 
come to the good Lord Cobham”s Houſe, the beſt Man 
to the Poor in all Kent. 

4. God bleſs him, there be but few ſuch, 

Enter Cobham with Harpool. 
= Thou peeviſh froward Man, what wouldſt thou 
ve? 

Har, This Pride, this Pride, brings all to beggary ; 
I ſery'd your Father, and your Grandfather, 

Shew me ſuch two Men now: No, no, 

Your Backs, your Backs, the Devil and Pride 
Has cut the Throat of all good Houſe-keeping, 
They were the beſt Yeomens Maſters that 
Ever were in England. 

Cob, Yea, except thou have a crew of filthy K navés 
And ſturdy Rogues ſtill feeding at my Gate, 
There is no Hoſpitality with thee, | 


Har, 
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„ Har. They may fit at the Gate well enough, but the 
Devil of any thing you give them, except they'll eat 
Ztones. | 
Cob. 'Tis long then of ſuch hungry Knayes as you: 
Yea, Sir, here's your Retinue, your Gueſts be come, 
= They know their hours, I warrant you. | 
Old Man. God bleſs your Honour, God ſave the good 


Lord Cobham, and all his Houſe, 
I, Sold. Good your Honour, beftow your bleſſed Alms 
133 upon poor Men. 
r Cob. Now, Sir, here by your Alms Knights: 
d, Now are you as fate as the Emperor. 
g Far. My Alms Knights? Nay, they're yours: 


It is a ſhame for you, and I“ ftand to it, 

© Your fooliſh Alms maintains more Vagabonds 
e, Than all the Noblemen in Kent befide. 
f. Out you Rogues, you Knaves, work for your Livings] 
Alas, poor Men, they may beg their Hearts our, 
ur The re's no more Charity among Men 

Than amongſt ſo many Maſtive Dogs. 
to What make you here, you needy Knaves ? 
ex Away, away, you Villains. 

- '* 2Sold. I beſeech you, Sir, be good, 

Cob. Nay, nay, they know thee well enough, I think 
w that all the Beggars in this Land are thy Acquaintanceſ; 
in go beſtow your Alms, none will contreul you, Sir, 

Har. What ſhould I give them? you are grown ſo 
BZBeggarly, that you can ſcarce give a bit of Bread at your 
Door: you talk of your Religion ſo long, that you have 
"7 baniſhed Charity from you: a Man may make a Flax- 
4 ſhop in your Kitchen Chimnies, for any Fire there is 
© ftirring. 
Cob. If thou wilt give them nothing, ſend them hence: 
Let them not ſtand here ftarving in the Cold, 
Har. Who, I drive them hence? If I drive poor Men 
from the Door, I'll be bang'd: I know not what I may 
come to my ſelf: God help ye poor Knaves, ye ſee the 
World. Well, you had a Mother: © God be with thee 
good Lady, thy Soul's at reft : She gave more in Shirts 
and Smocks to poor Children, than you ſpend in your 

Houſe, and yet you live a Beggar too. A 
Coby 


0 
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Cob. Ev'n the worſt deed that ever my Mother did, 
Was relieving ſuch a Fool as thou. * 
Har. Ay, I am a Fool ſtill: with all your Wit you'll 7? 
die a Beggar, go to. | 

Cob. Go, you old Fool. give the poor People ſome- 
thing: Go in poor Men into the inner Court, and take 
ſuch Alms as there is to be had. 

Sold. God bleſs your Honour, 

Har. Hang you Rogues, hang you, there's nothing but 
Miſery amongſt you, you fear no Law, you. xit. 

Oldm. God bleſs you, good Maſter Ralpb, God ſave 
your Life, you are good to the Poor ſtill, [ Exeunt, 

Enter the Lord Powis diſguis'd. 

Cob. What Fellow's yonder comes along the Grove? 
Few Paſleogers there be that know this way: 
Methinks he ſtops as though he ſtaid for me, 

And meant to ſhroud himſelf among the Buſhes, 

I know tbe Clergy hates me to the Death, 

And my Religion gets me many Foes : 

And this may be ſome deſperate Rogue 

Juborn'd to work me Miſchief : as pleaſeth God, 

If he come toward me, ſure.['ll ſtay his coming, 

Be: he but one Man, whatloever he be. ”7z 
| | [Lord Powis comes on. 

I have been well acquainted with that Face. 

Pow, Well met, my Honourable Lord and Friend, 

Cob. You are welcome, Sir, whate'er you be; 
ut of this ſudden, Sir, I do not know you. 13 

Pow. I am one that wiſheth well unto, your Honour, 
My Name is Pow2s, an old Friend of yours. 1 
th Cob. My Honourable Lord, and worthy Friend, 
1 What makes your Lordſhip thus alone in Kent? 4 
ky" And thus Gſguiled in this ſtrange Attire ? 
| Pow, My Lord, an unexpected Accident 
Hath at this time enfarc'd me to theſe Parts, 4 
| j And thus it hapt, Not yet full five Days ſince, 
| Now at the laft Aſfize at Hereford, 
| { It chanc'd that the Lord Herbert and my felf, 

1 | Mongſt other things diſcourſing at the Table, 


7 
3 


11 


To fall in Speech about ſome certain Points 
Of Wicklif *s Doctrine gainſt the Papacy, 
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And the Religion Catholick maintain'd 
Through the moſt part of Exrope at this Day > 
The wilful teſty Lord ſtuck not to ſay, 
That Wickliff was a Knave, a Schiſmatick, 
is Doctrine devi iſh and Heretical : | 
And whatſoever be was maintain'd the fame, 


Was Traitor both to Gad, and to his Country.. 
Being moved at his peremptory Speech 
I told him, ſome maintain'd thoſe Opinions, 


Men, and truer Subjects than Lord Herbert was: 


And he replying ia Compariſons, 


4 Your Name was urg'd, my Lord, againſt this Chal» 


lenge, 


To be a perfect favourer of the Truth. 


* 
* 


y 
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And to be ſhort, from words we fell to blows, 
Our Servants and our Tenants taking parts, 
Many on both ſides hurt: and for an Hour 
The broil by no means could be pacifed, 
Until the Judges riſing from the Bench, 

Were in their Perfons forc'd to part the Fray, 

Cob, I hope no Man was violently-{lain. 

Dew. Faith none I truſt; but the Lord Herbert & ſelf, 
Who is in truth ſo dangerouſly. hurt, 

As it is daubted he can hardly ſcape, 

Cob. I am forry, my good Lord, of theſe ill News. 

Pow, This is the cauſe that drives me into Kent, 
To ſhroud my ſelf with you ſo good a Friend, 
Until 1 hear how things do ſpeed at home. 

Cob, Your Lordſhip is moſt welcome unto Col ham: 
But I am very ſorry, my good Lord, | 
My Name was brought in queſtion in this matter, 
Conſidering I have many Enemies, 

That threaten Malice, and do lie in wait 
To take the vantage of the ſmalleſt thing. 
Rut you are welcome, and repoſe your Lordſaip, 
And keep your ſelf here fecret in my Houſe, 
Until we. hear how the. Lord Herbert ſpeeds. 
Enter Harpool.. 
Here comes my Man: Sirrah, what News? 
Har. Yonder's one Mr. Butler of the Privy Chamber, 


Is ſent unto you from the King. 
Pot, | 
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Pow, Pray God the Lord Herbert be not dead, and the 
King hearing whither I am gone, hath ſent for me. 
Cob. Comfort your ſelf, my Lord, I warrant you. 
Har. Fellow, what ails thee? doſt thou quake? doft 
thou ſhake? doſt thou tremble ? ha? 
1 Cob. Peace you old Fool: Sirrah, convey this Gentle- 
10 man in the back way, and bring the other into the Valk. 
. Har. Come, Sir, you're welcome, if you love my Lord. 
thy Pow, Gramercy, gentle Friend. [Exeunt, 
[18 Cob, I theught as much that it would not be long 
1 Before I heard of ſomething from the King, 
1.1 About this matter. 
| Enter Harpool, with Maſter Butler. 
Har. Sir, yonder my Lord walks, you ſee him; 
100 I'll have your Men into the Cellar the while. 
i Cob, Welcome, good Maſter Butler, 
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i But. Thanks, my good Lord: his Majefty doth com- 
1 mend his Love unto your Lordſhip, and wills you to re- 
1 pair unto the Court, 

| 


| (1 Cob. God bleſs his Highneſs, and confound his Ene- 
wi! mies | hope his Maj ſty is well? 
10 But. In god Heal n, my Lerd. 

Cob God long c ntinue it: methinks you look as 
though you were not well, what ails 1% Sir ? 

But, Faith I have had a fooliſh odd Miſchance, that 
angers me: coming over Shoster's- Hill, there came one 
to me like a Sailor, and ask'd me Money; and whilſt I 
ftaid my Horſe to draw my Purſe, he takes the advan- 
tage of a little Bank, and leaps behind me, whips my 
Purſe away, and with a ſudden jerk, I know not how, 
threw me at leaſt three Yards out of my Saddle; I never 4 
was ſo robb'd in all my Life. 

Cob. 1 am very ſorry, Sir, for your Miſchance: we 
will fend our Warrant forth, to ſtay ſuch ſuſpicious Per- 
fons as ſhall be found, then Mr. Butler we'll attend you, 

But. I humbly thank your Lordſhip, I will attend you. 

Enter the Sumner, 1 

Sum. | have the Law to warrant what I do, and 
though the Lord Cobham be a Nobleman, that diſpenſes 
not with Law, I dare ſerve a Proceſs were he five No- 
blemen; though we Sumners make ſometimes a mad 
Tip ina corner with a pretty Wench, a Sumner muſt not 


80 


* - p ? 

_— ——_ > 1 
1 —_ Is _-” 

* — 1 5 e 4% 


_ 
Ne -« 


| Cobham's Houle, 


Fir Jonn OLDcAsSTLE. 19 


aware by ſeeing: a Man may be content to hide his 


yes Where he -y feel his Profit, Well, this is Lord 


I cannot ſpeak with him, I'll clap 
my Citation upon's Door, ſo my Lord of Rocheſter bade 
we; but methi::ks here comea one of his Men. 
> Har, Welcome, Good-fellow, welcome, who would'ft 
thou ſpeak with? 

* Sum, With my Lord Cobham I would ſpeak, if thou 
be one of his Men. 

Har Yes, I am one of his Men, but thou canſt not 
peak with my Lord. 

3 Sum May I ſend to him then? 

Far. [I'll tell thee that, when I know thy Errand. 
Sum. | will not tell my Errand to thee. 

Har. Then keep it to thy ſei, and walk like a Knaye 
as thou cam'ſt, 
Sum. | tell thee, my Lord keeps no Knaves, Sirrah. 
1! Har. Then thou ſerveſt him not, 1 believe, What 
Lord is thy Maſter ? 

Sum. My Lord of Rocheſter, 

> Har. In good time: and what wouldſt then have 


1 Pith my Lord Cobham ? 


Sum. I come by vertue of a Proceſs, to cite bim to 
dapper before my Lord in the Court at Rocbeſter 
Har. aſide, Well. God grant me Patience, I could eat 
this Counger. My Lord is not at home, therefore it were 
good, Sumner, you carried your Proceſs back. 
* Sum Why, if he will not be ſpoken withal, then will 
M leave it here, and ſce that he take knowledge of it. 
Har Zounds, you Slave, do you (et up your Bills here? 
po to, take it down again, Doſt thou know what thou 
goſt? Doſt thou know on whom thou ſerveſt a Proceſs ? 
Sum. Yes, marry do 1, on Sir John Oldcaſile, Lord 
"Cobham, | 
Har. I am glad thou knoweſt him yet: and Sirrah, 
doſt not know that the Lord Cobham is a brave Lord, 
that keeps good Beef and Beer in his Houſe, and every 
Day feeds a hundred poor People at's Gate, and keeps a 
hundred tall Fellows? 

Sum. What's that to my Proceſs ? 
Har. Marry this, Sir, is this Proceſs Parchment? _ 
| Sum. 
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Sum. Les marry is it. 
Har. And this Seal Wax ? A 
Sum. It is ſo. 4 
Har. If this be Parchment, and this Wax, eat you this 

Parchment and this Wax, or I will make Parchment of 

your Skin, and beat your Brains into Wax, Sirrah, Sam. 

ner, diſpatch, devour, Sirrah, devour, 

Sum. lam my Lord of Rocheſter's Sumner, I came to 

do my Office, and thou ſhalt anſwer it, * 

Har. Sirrah, no railing ; but betake your ſelf to your 

Teeth, thou ſhalt eat no worſe than thou bring'ſt with 

thee; thou bring'ſt it for-my Lord, and wilt thou bring þ 

my. Lord worſe than thou wilt eat thy ſelf? & 
Sum, Sir, I brought it not my Lord to eat. 4 

1 


EC 
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Har. O do you Sir me now; all's one for that, III 
make you eat it for bringing it. 3 
Sum. I cannot eat it. | 'L 
Har. Can you not? sblood I'll beat you till you have F 
a Stomach, [ Beats him, 
Sum, O hold, hold, good Mr. Servingman, I will 4 
eat it, ' 
Har. Be champing, be.chawing, Sir, or I'll chaw you, 
you Rogue, the — of the — + 
Sum. Tough Wax is the pureſt Honey. 
: Har. O Lord, Sir, oh, f 
Feed, feed; tis wholfome, Rogue, wholſome. 2 
Cannot you, like an honeſt Sumner, walk with the De- 
vil your Brother, to fetch in your Bailiff's Rents; but 
ou muſt come to a Nobleman's Houſe with Proceſs ? 
thy Seal was as broad as the Lead that covers Ro- 
cheſter Church thou ſhouldſt eat it. 1 
Sum. O, I am almoſt choak d, I am almoſt choak' d. 
Har. Who's within there? will you ſhame my 
Lord, is there no Beer in the Houſe ? Butler, I ſay. 


Enter Butler. 


But. Here, here. | 
Har. Give him Beer. He drints. 
There: tough old Sheepskins, bare dry Meat. Re 
Sum. O, Sir, let me go no further, I'll eat my Word. 
Mar. Yea marry, Sir, I mean you ſhall more than your 
Own 
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den Word, for I'll make you eat all the Words in the 
Proceſs. Why you Drab-monger, cannot the Secrets of 
8&1! the Wenches in a Shire ſerve your turn, but you 
muſt come hither with a Citation with the Pox 2 I'll 
Cite you. 

A Cup of Sack for the Sumner. 

But, Here, Sir, here. 

Har. Here, Slave, I drink to thee. 

Sum. I thank you, Sir, | 
Har. Now if thou find'ſt thy Stomach well, becauſe 
hou ſhalc ſee my Lord keeps Meat in's Houſe, if thou 
- go in thou ſhalt have a piece of Beef to thy Break» 


Sum. No; Iam very well, good Maſter Servingman, 
4 thank you, very well, Sir. 

Har. I am glad on't, then be walking towards Ro- 
theſter to keep your Stomach warm. And Sumner, If I 
po know you diſturb a good Wench within this Dioceſs, 
it I do not make thee eat her Petticoat, if there were four 
11 Fards of Kentiſh Cloth in't, I ama Villain. 

Sum. God be w'ye, Maſter Servingman. [Exit, 
Har. Farewel, Sumner. af! 
Enter Conflable. 4 + 
Con. Save you, Maſter Harpool. 

Har. Welcome, Conftable, welcome, Conſtable; 
hat News with thee ? | 
De. Con, An't pleaſe you, Maſter Harpool, I am to make 
but! Hue and Cry for a Fellow with one Eye, that has robb'd 
eſs >F#$wo Clothiers, and am to crave your hindrance to ſearch 
Ro. Il ee Places; and they ſay there was a Woman 
in Company. | 
"yy Har, Haſt thou been at the Ale-houſe? fag thou 
my ought there ? 
ay. Con. I durft not ſearch in my Lord Cobham's Liber- 
ty, except I had ſome of his Servants for my Warrant, 
= Har. An honeſt Conftable, call forth him that keeps 
the Ale-houſe there. 
Con. Ho, who's within there? | | 
Ale- man. Who calls there? Oh, is't you, Mr. Con- 
ord, able, and Mr. Harpool? you're welcome with ail my 
what Heart make jyou here ſo early this Morning? 


your 
own Har. 


inks, 


: 
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Har. Sirrah, what Strangers do you lodge? there is a 
Robbery done this Morning, and we are to ſearch fort 
all ſuſpe&ed Perſons, BY 
Ale-man, Gods-bores, Iam ſorry for't. Ifaith, Sir, 
I lodge no b«dy, but a good honeſt Prieſt, call'd Sir ohn 
a Wrotham, and a handſum Woman that is his Neece, 
that he ſays he has ſome Suit in Law for, and as they go 
up an dowa to London, ſometimes they lie at my Houſe. 
Har. What, is ſhe here in thy Houſe now? | Y 
Aleman. She is, Sir: I promiſe you Sir, he is a 
quiet Man, and becauſe he will not trouble too many * 
Rooms, he makes the Woman lie every Night at his 
Beds Feet, JT 
Har. Bring her forth, Conſtable, bring her forth, let's 
ſee her, let's ſee her. | | 
Aleman. Dorothy you muſt come down to Maſter? 
Conſtable. | Y 
Doll. A-noon forſooth. [She enters. #. 
Har. Welcome, ſweet Laſs, welcome. 4 
Doll. | thank you, good Sir, and Maſter Conſtable alſo. 
Har. A plump Girl by the Maſs, a plump Girl; ha, 
ery ha, Wilt thou forſake the Prieſt, and go with me, f 
Doll? 1 
Con. Ah! well ſaid, Maſter Harpool you are a merry old | 
Man i'faith; you will never be old now by the Mack, a 0 
pretty Wench indeed. 4 
Har. Ye old mad merry Conſtable, art thou adyis'd 
of that? Ha, well ſaid Doll, fill ſome Ale here. 
Doll {afide.) Oh! if I wiſt this old Prieſt would not 
Kick tg me, by Jove I would ingle this old Serving- man. 
Har. s. old mad Colt, i'faith I'll ferk you: fill all 
the Pots in the Houſe there. E 
Con. Oh! well ſaid Mafter Harpool, youareja Heart of Þ 
Oak when all's done, 
| * Ha Doll, thou haſt a ſweet pair of Lips by the 
i Maſs. 
5 Doll. Truly you are a ſweet old Man, as ever I ſaw; 
1 by my Troth, you base a Face able to make any Wo- 
| | man in Love with you. 
Har, Fill, ſweet Doll, I'll drink to thee, 


Doll, 
2 
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Doll. I pledge you Sir, and thank you therefore, and 


I pray you let it come. | 

* Har. | Embracing her.] Doll, canſt thou love me? a mad 

merry Laſs, would to God I had never ſeen thee. 

1, Doll. I warrant you, pou will not out of my Thoughts 
this Twelvemonth, truly you are as full ot Favour, as 

de, any Man may be. Ah theſe ſweet Gray Locks, by my 

8 Troth they are meſt lovely. 
Con. Cuds bores, Maſter Harpool, I'll have one Buſs 


100. : 
Har. No licking for you, Conſtable, hand off, hand off. 
Con. Berlady love Kiſſing as well as you. 

Doll. Oh, you are an odd Roy, you have a wanton 

Eye of your own: ah you ſweet fugar-lipt Wanton, 

you will win as many Womens Hearts as come in your 

Company. 

; > b Enter Prieſt. 

Prieſt Doll, come hither. 

Har, Prieſt, ſhe ſhall not. 

Doll. Ill come anon, ſweet Love. 

"XZ ._ Prieſt. Hand off, old Fornicator, 

Har. Vicar, I'll ſit here in ſpite of thee, is this ftuff 

for a Prieſt to carry uv and down with him? 

Prieſt. Sirrah, doſt thou not know that a good Fellow 

= Parſon may have a Chappel of Eaſe, where his Parith 

Church is far off? | | 

> Har. You Whorſon ſton'd Vicar. © 

Prieſt. You old Ruffian, you Lion of Cotſol. 

Har. Zounds, Vicar, I'll geld you. [ Flies upon him. 

Con. Keep the King's Peace. | 

| all © Doll. Murder, murder, murder ! 

Aleman. Hold, as you ate Men, hold; for God's ſake 
be quiet: put up your Weapons, you draw not in my 
= Houſe. 

Har, You Whorſon Bawdy Prieſt. 

Prieſt. You old Mutten-monger. 

Con. Hold, Sir John, hold. 

ws Doll. I pray thee, ſweet Heart, be quiet, I was but 

fitting to drink a Pot of Ale with bim, even as kind a 

Man as ever I met with. 

Har. Thou art a Thief, I warrant thee. 


ll. Prief, 
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- Prieſt. Then I am but as thou haſt been in thy Days, 
let's not he aſhamed of our Trade, the King hath been a 
Thief himſelf. 
Doll. Come, be quiet, haſt thou ſped? 
Prieſt, I have, Wench, here be Crowns i'faith, 
Doll, Come, let's be all Friends then, 
Con. Well (aid, Miſtreſs Dorothy. 

Har. Thou art the maddeſt Prieſt that ever I met with. 
Pirieſt. Give me thy Hand, thou art as good a Fellow: 
Lam a Singer, a Drinker, a Bencher, a Wencher; I can 
ſay x Maſs, and kiſs a Laſs: Faith I have a Parſonage, 
and becauſe I would nor be at too much Charges, this 
Wench ſerveth me for a Sexton. 

Har. Well ſaid, mad Prieft, we'll in and be Friends. 
| | [ Bxennt. 
Enter Sir Roger Acton, Maſter Bourn, Maſter Beverley, 
and William Murley be Brewer ef Dunſtable. 
Act. Now, maſter Murley, I am well aſſut'd 
You know our Errand, and do like the Cauſe, 
Being a Man affected as we are. | 


. Mur, Marry God dild ye dainty my dear: No Maſter, 
good Sir Roger Acton, Maſter Beurn, and Maſter Beverley, 


Gentlemen and Juſtices of the Peace, no Maſter, I, but 
plain William Murley the Brewer of Dunſtable, your 


Profeſſion. | | | 
Rev. Profeſſed Friends to Wickeliff ; Foes to Rome. 


neſt Neighbour-and your Friend, if ye be Men of my 


Mur. Hold by me, Lad, lean upon that Staff, good | 


Maſter Beverly, all of a Houſe, ſay your Mind, ſay your * 6 


Mind. 


Throughout the Realm, that it begins to ſmoak 
Into the Clergies Eyes, and the King's Ears: 
High time it is that we were drawn to head, 
Our General and Officers appointed. 

And Wars, ye wot, will ask great ſtore of Coin, 
Able to ſtrength our Action with your Purſe, 

You are Elected for a Colonel 


Dver a Regiment of fifteen Bands, 


5 
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Ad. You know our Faction now is grown ſo great : 
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Mur. Fue, paltry; paltry; in and out, to and fro, be 
it more or leſs upon Occaſion; Lord have Mercy upon us, 
what a World is this! Sir Roger Acton, I am but a Dun- 
fable Man, a plain Brewer, ye know: Will luſty Cave- 
liering Captains (Gentlemen) come at my calling, go at 
my bidding? dainty my Dear, they'll do a Dog of Wax, 
a Horſe of Cheeſe, a Prick and a Pudding; no, no, ye 
muſt appoint ſome Lord or Knight ar leaſt, to that Place. 
Bour. Why, Maſter Murle) you ſhall be a Knight: 
Were you not in Election to be Sheriff? 
Have ye not paſs'd all Offices but that? 
Have ye not Wealth to make your Wite a Lady? 
I warrant you, my Lord, our General 
Beſtows that Honour on you, at firſt ſight. 
Mur. Marry God dild ye dainty my Dear: 
But tell me, who ſhall be our General ? 
Where's the Lord Cobham, Sir John Oldcaſile, 
That noble Alms-giver, Houſe-keeper, virtuous, 
Religious Gentleman? Come to me there, Boys, 
Come to me there. 
Act. Why, who but he ſhall be our General? 


Mur. And ſhail he Knight me, and make me Colonel? 


Act. My Word for that, Sir William Murley Knight. 

Mur. Fellow, Sir Roger Acton Knight, all Fellows I 
mean in Arms. How ſtrong are we? how many Partners? 
Our Enemies beſide the King are mighty, be it more 
or leſs upon Occaſion, reckon our Force. 

Act. There are of us, our Friends, and Follovyers, 
Three thouſand and three hundred, at the leaſt 
Of Northern Lads four thouſand, beſide Horſe 
From Kent there comes with Sir Fohn Oldcaſile 
Seven thouſand; then from London iſſue out, 

Of Mafters, Servants, Strangers, Prentices, 
Forty odd thouſand into Ficket Field, 
Where we appoint our ſpecial Rendezvouz. 

Mur. Fue, paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro, Lord 
have Mercy upon us, what a World is this: Where's that 
Ficker Field, Sir Roger? 

Al. Behind St. Giles's in the Field, near Holbourn, 


B Mur. 
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Mur. Newgate, up Holbourn, St. Giles's in the Field, an 
to T burn, an old ſay. For the Day, for the Day ? 

Act. On Friday next, the Fourteenth day of January. 

Mur. Tilly vally, truſt me never if I have any liking of 
that Day. Fue, paltry, paltry, Friday, quoth a, diſmal 
day, Childermas-day this Year was Friday. 

Bev. Nay Maſter Murley, if you obſerve ſuch days, 

We make ſome queſtion of your Conſtancy. 
All Days are alike to Men reſolv'd in Right. 

Mur. Say Amen, and ſay no more, but ſay and hold 
Moſter Beverly: Friday next, and Ficket Field, and William 
\ rrrley and his merry Men ſhall be all one: I have half a 
ſcore Jades that draw my Beer Cart, and every Jade ſball 
bear a Knave, and every Knave ſhall wear a Jack, and e- 
very Jack ſhall have a Scull, and every Scull ſhall ſhew a 
Spear, and every Spear ſhall kill a Foe at Ficket Field, at 
Ficket Field: John and Tom, Dick and Hodge. Ralph and 
Robin, William and George, and all my Knaves 11.all fight 
„ke Men, at Ficket Field, on Friday next. 

Bourn. What Sum of Mony mean you to diſbut ſe ? 

Mur. It may be modeſtly, decently, and ſoberly, and 
hardſomely, I may bring five hundied Pound. 

Act. Five hundred, Man? five thouſand's not enough, 
A hundred thouſand will not pay our Men 
Two Months together; either come prepar'd 
Like a brave Knight, and Martial Colonel, 

In glittering Gold, and gallant Furniture, 
Bringing in Coin, a Cart-load at leaſt, 

And all your Followers mounted on good Horfe, 
r never come diſgraceful to us all. 

Bev. Perchance you may be choſen Treaſurer, 
Ten thouſand Pound's the leaſt that you can bring. 

Mur. Paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro upon oc- 
eaſ on I have ten thouſand Pound to ſpend, and ten too. 
And rather than the Biſhop ſhall have his will of me tor 
my Conſcience, it ſball all go. Flame and Flax, Flax and 
Fime. It was got with Water and Malt, and it ſhall fly 
with Fire and Gun-powder. Sir Roger, a Cart-load of Mo- 
ny *till the Axletree crack; my ſelf and my Men in Ficker 
} ie'd on Friday next; remember my Knighthood and my 
Ekce: there's my Hand, I'll be there. (Exit. 


Act. 


, 


4 


Ack. See what Ambition may perſwade Men to, 
In hope of Honour he will ſpend himſelf. 
Bourn. I never thought a Brewer half ſo rich. 
Bev. Was never Bankrupt Brewer yet but one, 
With uſing too much Malt, too little Water. 
Act. That's no fault in Brewers now-a-days : | 
Come, away about our Buſineſs. [ Exempt. f 
Enter King, Dule of Suffolk, Maſter Butler, Oldcaſtle, 
Kneeling to the King. i 
King. *Tis not enough, Lord Cobham, to ſubmit, 
You muſt forſake your groſs Opinion: 
The Biſhops find 8 much injured, 
And though for ſome good Service you have done, 
We for our part are pleas d to pardon you, 
Yet they will not ſo ſoon be ſatisfy'd. 
„ Cob. My gracious Lord, unto your Majeſty, 
Next unto my God, I owe my Life; 
And what is mine, either by Nature's gift, 
Or Fortune's bounty, all is at your Service. 
But for Obedience to the Pope of Rome, 
I owe him none; nor ſhall his ſhaveling Priefts 
That are in England, alter my belief. 
| If out of Holy Scripture they can prove 
That Jam in an Error, I will yield, 
And gladly take Inſtruction at their Hands: 
But otherwiſe, I do beſeech your Grace, 
* My Conſcience may not be incroach'd upon. 
© King. We would be lothto preſs our Subjects Bodies, 
Much leſs their Souls, the dear redeemed part . 
Of him that is the Ruler of us all: 
Yet let me counſel you, that might command ;\ 
Do not preſume to tempt them with ill words, 


: 
* 
| 


Nor ſuffer any meetings to be had 

* Within your Houſe, but to the uttermoſt 

T Diſperfe the Flocks of this new gathering Sect. 

d Cob. My Liege, If any Breath that dares come fortls 


„And ſay, my Life in any of theſe Points 

-» Deſerves th attainder of ignoble Thoughts: 

ee Here ſtand I, craving no remorſe at all, 

1y > But even the utmoſt Rigour may be ſhown, 
Wl - B 2 
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King. Let it ſuffice, we know your Loyalty, 

What have you there? 

Cob. A Deed of Clemency, 

Your Highneſs Pardon for Lord Powis Life, 

Which I did beg, and you, my noble Lord, 

Of gracious Favour did vouchſafe to grant. 
King. But yet it is not ſigned with our Hand. 
Cob. Not yet, my Liege. 

King. The Fact you ſay was done 

Not of prepenſed Malice, but by Chance. 
Cob. Upon mine Honour ſo, no otherwiſe.[King writes: 
King. There is his Pardon, bid him make amends, 

'And cleanſe his Soul to God for his Offence, 

What we remit, is but the Body's Scourge. 

How now, Lord Biſhop ? 

Enter Biſhop of Rocheſter, 
Roch. Juſtice, dread Soveraign, of 

As thou art King, ſo grant 1 may have Juſtice. 

King. What means this Exclamation? ley us know, 
Roch. Ah, my good Lord, the State's abus'd, 

And our Decrees moſt ſhamefully prophan'd. * 
King. How? Or by whom? 
Roch. Even by this Heretic k, 

This Few, this Traitor to your Majeſty. 

Cob. Prelate, thou lyeſt, even in thy greaſy Maw, 

Or whoſoever twits me with the Name 

Of either Traitor, or of Heretick. + 
King. Forbear, I ſay: And Biſhop, ſhew the Cauſe | 

From whence this late Abuſe hath been deriv'd. 
Roch. Thus, mighty King: by general Conſent 

A Meſſenger was ſent to cite this Lord 

To make Appearance in the Conliſtory : 

And coming to his Houſe, a Ruffian Slave, 

One of his daily Followers, met the Man, 

Who knowing him to be a Parator 

Aſſaults him tſk, and after in Contempt 

Of us, and our Proceedings, makes him eat 

The written Proceſs, Parchment, Seal and all: 

W hereby this Matter neither was brought forth, 

Nor we but ſcorn'd for our Authority, 
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King. When was this done? 
Roch. At fix a Clock this Morning. 

King. And when came you to Court? 

Cob. Laſt Night, my Liege. 

King. By this it ſeems he is not guilty of it, 

And you have done him wrong t' accuſe him ſo, 

Roch. But it was done, my Lord, by his Appointment, 
Or elſe his Man durſt not have been ſo bold, 

King. Or elſe you durſt be bold to interrupt 
And fill our Ears with frivolous Complaints, 

Is this the Daty you do bear to us? 
V/as't not ſufficient we did paſs our Word 
To ſend for him, but you miſdoubting it, 
Or which is worſe, intending to foreſtal 
Our Regal Power, muſt likewiſe ſummon him ? 
This HRvours of Ambition, not of Zeal, 
And rather proves you malice his Eſtate, 
Than any way that he offends the Law. 
Go too, we like it not: and he your Officer 
Had his Deſert for being Inſolent. 

Enter Lord Huntington. 
That was imploy'd ſo much amiſs herein, 
So Cobham when you pleaſe, you may depart. 

Cob. I humbly bid farewell unto my Liege. Exit. 

King. — what's the News by Huntington ? 

Hun. Sir Roger Acton, and a Crew, my Lord, 

Of bold ſeditious Rebels, are in Arms, 
Intending Reformation of Religion. 
And with their Army they intend to pitch 
In Ficket Field, unleſs they be repuls'd. 

King. So near our Preſence ? Dare they be ſo bold? 
And will proud War and eager Thirſt -of Blood, 
Whom we had thought to entertain far off, 

Preſs forth upon us in our Native Bounds ? 

Muſt we be forced to hanſel our ſharp Blades 

In England here, which we prepar'd for France? 

Well, a God's Name be it. What's their Number, ſay, 
Or who's the chief Commander of this Row ? | 

Hun. Their Number is not known as yet, my Lord, 
But *tis reported, Sir ohn Oldcaſtle 
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bs the chief Man, on whom they do depend. 
King. How ? the Lord Cobham ? 
Hun. Yes, my gracious Lord. | 
Roch. I could have told your Majeſty as much 
Before he went, but that I ſaw your Grace 
Was too much blinded by his Flattery. 
Suff. Send Poſt, my Lord, to Rech him back again. 
But. Traitor unto his Country, how he ſmooth d 
And ſeem'd as Innocent as Truth it ſelf ? 
King. 1 cannot think it yet he would be falſe : 
But if he be, no matter, let him go, 
We'll meet both him and them unto their woe, 
Roch. This falls out well, and at the laſt I hope 


To ſee this Heretick die in a Rope. Exeunnt. 
Enter Earl of Cambridge, Lord Scroop, Gray, and Chartres 
French Factor. 75 

Scroop. Once more, my Lord of Cambridge, make Rcheafal * 


How you do ſtand intituled to the Crown, 5 
The deeper ſhall we print it in our Minds, 7 
And every Man the better be reſolv d, 825 
When he perceives his Quarrel to be juſt. ” 

Cam. Then thus, Lord Scroop, Sir Thomas Gray, ; 

And you, Monficur de Chartres, Agent for the French, 

This Lionel, Duke of Clarence, (as I ſaid) | 

Third Son of Edward (England's King) the Third, ? 
Had Iſſue, Philip his ſole Daughter and Heir; 
Which Philip afterward was given in Marriage t 
To Edmund Mertimer. the Earl of March, 

And by him had a Son call'd Roger Mortimer; 

Which Roger likewiſe had of his Deſcent, 

Edmund, Roger, Ann and Elianor, 

Two Daughters, and two Sons, but of thoſe, three 
- Dy'd without Iſſue: Ann, that did ſurvive, 

And now was left her Father's only Heir, 

My fortune was to marry, being too 

By my Grandfather of King Edward's Line: 
So of his Sir-name, I am call'd you know, 

Richard Plantagenet, my Father was, 

Edward the Duke of York, and Son and Heir, 7 
To Edmund Langley, Edward the Third's firſt Son. . 9 
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Scroop. So that it ſeems your Claim comes by yourWite, 
As lawful Heir to Roger Mortimer, 

The Son of Edmund, which did marry Philip 
Daughter and Heir to Lionel Duke of Clarence. 

Clan. True, for this Harry, and his Father both, 
Harry the firſt, as plainly doth appear, 

Are falſe Intruders, and Uſurp the Crown. 
For when Young Richard was at Pomfret ſlain, 
In him the Title of Prince Edward dy'd, 
That was the Eldeſt of King Edward's Sons: 
William of Hatfield, and their ſecond Brother, 
Death in his Nonage had before bereft : 

So that my Wife deriv'd from Lionet, 

Third Son unto King Edward, ought proceed 
And take Poſſeſſiou of the Diadem 

Before this Harry, or his Father King, 

Who fetch'd their Title but from Lancaſter, 
Fourth of that Royal Line. - And being thus 
What Reaſon is't, but ſhe ſhould have her Right ? 

Scroop. I am reſolv'd, our Enterprizz is juſt. 

Gray. Harry ſhall die, or elſe reſign his C:owa. 

Char. Perform but that, and Charles the King of Fraxes 
Shall aid you Lords, not only with his Men, 

But ſend you Mony to maintain your Wars: 
Five hundred thouſand Crowns he bad me proft-r, 
It you can ſtop but Harr)'s Voyage for Fance. 

Scroop. We never had a fitter time than now, 
The Realm in ſuch diviſion as it is. 

Cam. Beſides you muſt perſwade you, there is due 
Vengeance for Richard's Murther, which although 
It be deferr'd, yet will it fall at laſt, 

And now as likely as another time. 
Sin hath had many Years to ripen in, 


And now the Harveſt cannot be far of, 
Wherein the Weeds of Uſurpation 


Are to be crop'd, and caſt into the Fire. 

Scroop. No more, Earl Cambridge, here I plight my Faith, 
To ſet up thee and thy renowned Wife. | 

Gray. Gray will perform the ſame, as he is Knight. 
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Char. And to aſſiſt ye, as I ſaid before, 
Chartres doth gage the Honour of his King. 
Scroop. We lack but now Lord Cobham's Fellowſhip, 
And then our Plot were abſolute indeed. 
Cam, Doubt not of him, my Lord ; his Life's purſu'd 
By the incenſed Clergy, and of late 
Brought in Diſpleaſure with the King, aſſures 
He may be quickly won unto our Faction. 
Who hath the Articles were drawn at large 
Of our whole Purpoſe? 
Gray. That have I, my Lord. 
Cam. We ſhould not now be far off from his Houſe, 
Our ſericus Conference hath beguild the way: 
See where his Caſtle ſtands, give me the Writing. 
When we are come unto the Speech of him, 
Becauſe we will not ſtand to make recount | 
Of that which hath been ſaid, here he ſhall read » 
Our Minds at large, and what we crave of him. £ 
Enter Lord Cobham. 
creo. A ready way; here comes the Man himſelf 
Bacted and ſpurr'd, it ſeems he hath been riding. 1 
Cam. Well met, Lord Cobham. £ 
Ccb. My Lord of Cambridge? | | 
Your Honour is moſt welcome into Kent, 
And all the reſt of this fair Company. 
am new come from London, gentle Lords: 
But will ye not take Cowling for your Hoſt, : 
And ſee what Entertainment it affords? * 
Cam. We were intended to have been your Gueſts : 
But now this lucky Meeting ſhall ſuffice 
To end our Buſineſs, and defer that Kindneſs. 
Cob. Buſineſs, my Lord? what Buſineſs ſhould 
Let you to be merry? we have no Delicates; 
Yet this I' promiſe you, a Piece of Veniſon, 
A Cup of Wine, and fo forth, Hunters fare 
And if you pleaſe, we'll ſtrike the Stag, our ſelves 
Shall fill our Diſhes with his well-fed Fleſh. 
Scroop. That is indeed the thing we all deſire. 
Cob. My Lords, and you ſhall have your Choice with me. 
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Cam. Nay, but the Stag which we deſire to ſtrike, 
Lives not in Cowling : If you will conſent, 
And go with us, we'll bring you to a Foreſt, 
Where runs a luſty Herd; among the which 
There is a Stag ſuperior to the reſt; 
A ſtately Beaſt, that when his Fellows run 
He leads the Race, and beats the ſullen Earth, 
As though he ſcorn'd it with his trampling Hoofs : 
Aloft he bears his Head, and with his Breaſt 
Like a huge Bulwark counter-checks the Wind: 
And when he ſtandeth ſtill, he ſtretcheth forth 
His proud ambitious Neck, as if he meant 
To wound the Firmament with forked Horns. 
Cob. Tis pity ſuch a goodly Beaſt ſhould die. 
Cam. Not ſo, Sir John, for he is Tyrannous, 
And gores the other Deer, and will not keep 
Within the Limits are appointed him. 
Of late he's broke into a Several, | 
Which doth belong to me, and there he ſpoils 
Both Corn and Paſture, two of his wild Race 
Alike for ſtealth, and covetous incroaching, 
Already are remov'd; if he were dead, 
I ſhould not only be ſecure from hurt, 
But with his Body make a Royal Feaſt. 
Scroop. How ſay you then, will you firſt hunt with us? 
Cob. Faith, Lords, I like the Paſtime, where's the place? 
Cam. Peruſe this Writing, it will ſhew you all, 
And what occaſion we have for the ſport. [ He reads, 
Cc6. Call ye this Hunting, my Lords ? Is this the Stag 
You fain vvou'd chaſe,” Harry our dread King? 
So we may make a Banquet for the Devil; 
And in the ſtead of Wholſome Meat, prepare 
A Diſh of Poiſon to confound our {ulves. 
Cam. Why fo, Lord Cobham? Soc you not our chim? 
And how. imperioully he holds the Crown? 
Scroop. Belides, you know your ſelt is in Diſgrace, 
Held as a Recreant, and purtu'd to Death. ys 
This will defend you from your Enemies, 
And ſtabliſſ your Religion rough the Land. 
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Cob. Notorious Treaſon ! yet I will conceal [AAſide. 

My ſecret Thoughts to ſound the Depth of it. 

My Lord of Cambridge, I do fee your Claim, 

And what good may redound unto the Land, 

By proſecuting of this enterpriſe. 

But where are Men? where's Pow'r and Furniture 

To order ſuch an Action? we are weak, 

Harry, you know's a mighty Potentate. 

Cam. Tut, we are ſtrong enough; you are belov'd, 

And many will be glad 21 you; 

We are the like, and ſome will follow us: 

Nay, there is hope from France: Here's an Ambaſſade: 

That promiſeth both Men and Mony too. | 

The Commons likewiſe, as we hear, pretend 

A ſudden Tumult, we will join with them. 

Cob. Some likelihood, I muſt confeſs, to ſpect : 

But how ſhall I believe this in plain truth? 

You are, my Lords, ſuch Men as live in Court, 

And have been highly favour'd of the King, 

Eſpecially Lord Scroop, whom oftentimes 

He maketh choice of for his Bedfellow. 

And you, Lord Gray, are of his Privy-Council : 

Is not this train laid to intrap my Lite ? 

Cam. Then periſh may my Soul; what, think gou {© ? 

Scroop. We'll ſwear to you. 

8 Or take the Sacrament. 

Cob. Nay you are Noblemen, and I imagine, 

As you are honourable by Birth, and Blood, 

So you will be in Heart, in Thought, in Word. 

I crave no other Teſtimony but this : 

That you would all ſubfcribe, and ſet your Hands 

Unto this Writing which you gave to me. 

Cam. With all our Hearts: Who hath any Pen and Ink? 

Scroop. My Pocket ſhould have one; O, here it is. 

Cam. Give it me, Lord Screop. There is my Name. 

Scroop. And there is iny Name. 

Gray. And mine. 

Cod. Sir, let me crave that you would likewife write 

your Name with theirs, for Confirmation of your Maſter's 

wards, the King of France. Fl 
Cbar. 
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Char. That will I, noble Lord. 
Cob. So, now this Action is well knit together, 
And I am for you; where's our Meeting. Lords? 
Cam. Here, if you pleaſe, the tenth of July next. 
Cob. In Kent? agreed. Now let us in to Supper, 
I hope your Honours will not away to Night. 
Cam. Yes preſently, for J have far to ride, 
About ſolliciting of other Friends. 


Scroop. And we would not be abſent from the Court, 


Leſt thereby grow ſuſpicion in the King. 
Cob. Yet taſte a Cup of Wine before ye go. 
Cam. Not now, my Lord, we thank you: fo farewel. 

Exeunt all but Cobham. 
Cob. Farewel, my nable Lords. My noble Lords? 

My noble Villains, baſe Conſpirators, 

How can they look his Highneſs in the Face, 

Whom they 1o cloſely ſtudy to betray? 

But i“ not ſlecp until I make it known, 

This Head ſhall not be burthen'd with ſuch Thoughts, 

Nor in this Heart will I conceal a Deed 

Of ſuch Impiety againſt my King, 

Madam, how now ? | 

Enter Lady Cobham, Lord Powis, Lady Powis, and Harpool. 
L. Cob. You're welcome home, my Lord: 

Why ſeem you ſo unquiet in your Looks? 

What hath befal”n you that diſturbs your Mind? 

L. Pow. Bad News I am afraid touching my Huſband. 
Cob. Madam, not ſo; there is your Huſband's Pardon; 

Long may ye live, each joy unto the other. 

L. Pow. Sogreat a Kindneſs, as I know not how to re- 
ply, my Senſe is quite confounded. 

Cob. Let that * and, Madam, ſtay me not, 
For I muſt back unto the Court again, 
With all the ſpeed I can: Harpool, my Horſe. 

L. Cob. So ſoon, my Lord? what will you ride all Night? 

Cob. All Night or Day, it muſt be fo, ſweet Wife; 
Urge me not why, or what my Buſineſs is, 
But get you in: Lord Powis bear with me. 
And, Madam, think your welcome ne'er the worſe, 
My Houſe is at your Uſe. Harpool, away. 
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Har. Shall I attend your Lordſhip to the Court? 

Cob. Vea Sir, your Gelding, mount you preſently, [ Exit. 

L. Cob. I prithee Harpool look unto thy Lord, 
I do not like this ſudden poſting back. 

Pow. Some earneſt Buſineſs is a-foot belike, 
Whate'er it be, pray God be his good Guide. 

L. Pow. Amen, that hath ſo highly us beſted. 

L. Cob. Come, Madam and my Lord, we'll hope the beſt, 
You ſhall not into ales till he return. 

Pow. Though 2 Occaſion be we ſhould depart, 
Yet, Madam, will we ſtay to be reſolved 


Of this unlook'd for doubtful Accident. Exeunt. 
Enter Murley and his Men prepared in ſome filthy Order 
for War. 


Mur. Come, my Hearts of Flint, modeſtly, decently, 
ſoberly and handſomly; no Man afore his Leader: Fol- 
low your Maſter, your Captain, your Knight, that ſhall _ 
be for the Honour of Meal-men, Millers, and Malt-men, ®» 
Dun is the Mouſe : Dick and Jom for the Credit of Dun- 
ſtable, ding down the Enemy to-morrow. Ye ſhall not 
come into the Field like Beggars. Where be Leonard and 
Lawrence, my two Loaders? Lord have mercy upon us, „ 
what a World is this? I would give a Couple of Shil- 
lings for a Dozen of good Feathers for ye, and forty 
Pence for as many Scarts to ſet you out withal. Froſt 
and Snow, a Man has no Heart to fight till he be brave. 

Dick. Maſter, we are no Babes, our Town Foot-Balls 
can bear witneſs; this little *parrel we have ſhall off, and y 
we'll fight naked before we run away. ; 

Tom. Nay, I'm of Lawrence mind for that, for he means 
to leave his Life behind him, he and Leonard, your two 
Loader e, are making their Wills becaufe they have Wives, 
now we Batch: lors bid our Friends ſcramble for our 
Goods if we die: But Maſter, pray let me ride upon 
Cut. 

Mur. Meal and Salt, Wheat and Malt, Fite and Tous, 
Froſt and Sncw, why Tem thou ſhalr, Let me ſee, here 
are you, William and Geerge are with my Cart, and Robin 
and Hodge holding my en two Horſes; proper Men, 
handſome Nen, tal Men, true Men, 
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Dick. But Maſter, Maſter, methinks you are mad to 
hazard your own Perſon, and a Card-Load of Mony too. 

Tom. Yea, and Maſter, there's a worſe matter in't; if 
it be as I heard ſay, we go fight againſt all the learned 
Biſhops, that ſhould give us their Bleſſing, and if they curſe 
us, we ſhall ſpeed ne'er the better. 

Dick. Nay Birlady, ſome ſay the King takes their part, 
and Maſter dare you fight againſt the King ? 

Mur. Fie paltry, paltry, in and out, to and fro upon 
occaſion, if the King be ſo unwile to come there, we'll 
fight with him too. 

Tom. What if ye ſhould kill the King? 

Mur. Then we'll make another. 

Dick. Is that all? do ye not ſpeak Treaſon? 

Mur. If we do, who dare trip us? We come to fight 


for our Conſcience, and for Honour; little know you 


what is in my Boſom, look here mad Knaves, a pair of 
gilt Spurs. | 

Tom. A pair of Golden Spurs? Why do you not put 
them on your Heels? Your Boſom's no place for Spurs. 

Mur. Bc't more or leſs upon Occaſion, Lord have Mer- 
cy upon us, Tom. thour't a Fool, and thou ſpeakeſt Trea- 
ſon to Knight-hood : Dare any wear Gold or Silver Spurs, 
*till he be a Knight? No, I ſhall be Knighted to morrow, 
and then they ſhall on: Sirs, was it ever read in the 
Church-book of Dunſtable, that ever Malt-man was made 
Knight? 

Tom. No, but you are more: You are Meal-man, Malt- 
man, Miller, Corn-maſter, and all | 

Dick. Yea, and half a Brewer too, and the Devi! and 
all for Wealth : You bring more Mony with you than all 
the reſt. 

Mur. The more's my Honour, I ſhall be a Knight to 
morrow. Let me 'ſpoſe my Men, Tom upon Cut, Dick 
upon Hob, Hodge upon Ball, Ralph upon Sorrel, and Robin 
upon the Fore-horſe. 

Enter Acton, Bourn, and Beverley. 

Tom. Stand, who comes there? 

Act. All Friends. good Fellow. 

Mur. Friends and Fellows indeed, Sir Roger. 

At 
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Ac. Why, thus you ſhew your ſelf a Gentleman, 

To keep your Day, and come fo well prepared. 

Your Cart ſtands yonder guarded by your Men, 

Who tell me it is loaden well with Coin. 

What Sum is there? 

Mur. Ten thouſand Pound, Sir Roger, and modeſtly, 
decently, ſoberly, and handſomely, fee what J have here 
againſt I be Knighted. 

Act. Guilt Spurs? *Tis well. 

Mur. Where's our Army, Sir? 

Act. Diſperſt in ſundry Villages about; 

Some here with us in High- gate, ſome at Finchley, 

Totnam, Enfield, Edmonton, Newington, 

Iflington, Hogſdone, Pancredge, Ken{.ngton. 

Some nearer Thames, Ratcliff, Blackwall and Bow: 

But our chief Strength muſt be the Londoners, 

Which, ere the Sun to morrow ſhine, 

Will be near fifty thouſand in the Field. 

Mur. Marry, God dild ye, dainty my Dear, but upon 
occaſion, Sir Roger Acton, doth not the King know of it, 
and gather his Power againſt us? 

Act. No, he's ſecure at Eltham. 

Mur. What do the Clergy ? 

Act. Fear extreamly, yet prepare no Force. 

Mur. In and out, to and fro, bully my boykin, we ſhall 
carry the World afore us, I vow, by my Worſhip, when 
I am Knighted, we'll take the King napping, if he ſtand 
on their part. 

Act. This Night we few in High-gaze will repoſe, 
With the firſt Cock we'll riſe and arm our ſelves, 

To be in Ficket-Field by break of Day, 

And there expect our General. 

Mur. Sir Fohn Oldcafile, what if he comes not? 

Bourn. Yet our Action ſtands. 

Sir Roger Acton may {upply his Place. . 
Mur. Trug, Mr. Brurn, but who ſhall make me Knight? 
Bev. He that hath pow'r to be our General. 

Act. Talk not of Trifles, come let us away, 

Our Friends of London long till it be Day. Exc unt. 


Enter 


WP. 


FT 
3 
5 
5 
4 
Þ 
+ * 
7 


Sir Jon OLDCASTLE. 39 


Enter Prieſt and Doll. 
Doll. By my troth, thou art as jealous a Man as lives. 

Prieſt, Can'ſt thou blame me, Doll, thou art my Lands, 
my Goods, my Jewels, m Wealth, my Purſe, none 
walks within forty Miles of London, but: a plics thee as 
truly, as the Pariſh does the poor Man's Box. 

Doll. IJ am as true to thee, as the Stone is in the Wall, 
and thou know'ſt well enough, I was in as good doing, 
when I came to thee, as any Wench need to be; and 
therefore thou haſt tryed me, that thou haſt; and I will 
not be kept as I ha bin, that I will not. 

Prieſt. Doll, if this Blade hold, there's not a Pedlar walks 
with a Pack, but thou fhalt as boldly chuſe of his Wares, 
25 with thy ready Mony ina Merchant's Shop, we'll have 
as good Silver as the King Coins any. 

Doll. What, is all the Gold ſpent you took the laſt Day 
from the Courtier ? 

Prieſt. *Tis gone, Doll, 'tis flown; merrily come, merril 
gone; he comes a Horſe-back that muſt pay for all; we'll 
have as good Meat as Mony can get, and as good Gowns 
as can be bought for Gold; be merry Wench, the Malt- 
man comes on Monday. 

Doll. You might have left meat Cobham, until you had 
been better provided for. 

Prieſt. No, ſweet Doll, no, I like not that, yon old 
Rutfhan is not for the Prieſt, I do not like a new Clerk 
fhould come in the old Belfrey. 

Doll. Thou art a mad Prieſt i'faith. 

Prieſt. Come Doll, I'll ſee thee fafe at ſome Ale-houſe 
here at Gray, and the next Sheep that comes ſhall leave 
behind his Fleece. Ie. 

Enter the King, Suffolk and Butler. 
King. in great haſte. My Lo d of Suffolk poſt away for life, 
And let our Forces of fuch Horſe and Foot, 
As can be gathered up by any means, 
Make ſpeedy Rendezvous in Tuttle-fields. 
It muſt be done this Evening, my Lord, 
This Night the Rebels mean to draw to Head 
Near Iſlington, which if your ſpeed prevent not, } 
If once they ſhould unite their ſeveral Forces, 
: Their Power is almoſt thought invincible. 
Away: 
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Away, my Lord, I will be with you ſoon. . 
Sf. I go, my Sovereign, with all happy ſpeed. ¶ Exit. 
King. Make haſte my Lord of Suffolk, as you love us 

Butler, poſt you to London with all ſpeed: 5 

Command the Mayor and Sheriffs on their Allegiance, 

The City Gates be preſently ſnut up, 

And guarded with a ſtrong ſufficient Watch, 

And not a Man be ſuffered to paſs, 

Without a ſpecial Warrant from our ſelf. 

Command the Poſtern by the Tower be kept, 

And Proclamation on the Pain of Death, 

That not a Citizen ſtir from his Doors, 

Except ſuch as the Mayor and Sheriffs ſhall chuſe 

For their own Guard, and Safety of their Perſons: 

Butler away, have care unto my Charge. 

But. I go, my Sovereign. 

King. Butler. be 
But. My Lord. * 
King. Go down by Greenwich, and command a Boat, 

At the Fryars-Bridge attend my coming down. 

But. I will, my Lord. DExis. 

\ King. I's time I think to look unto Rebellion, » 

When Acton doth expect unto his aid, g 

No leſs than fifty thouſand Londoners. 

Well, I'll to Heſtminſter in this Diſguiſe, 

To hear what News is ſtirring in theſe Brawls, 

* Enter Prie/}. 

- Prieſt. Stand true Man, ſays a Thief. 

- King. Stand Thief, ſays a true Man: how if a Thief? 
Priefl. Stand Thief too. 1 
King. Then Thief or true Man, I muſt ſtand J ſee, 

howſoever the World wags, the Trade of Thieving yet 

will never down. What art thou? 

Prieft. A good Fellow. 

King. So am I too, I ſee thou doſt know me. 

Prie/?. If thou be a good Fellow, play the good Fellow's 
part, deliver thy Purſe without more ado. 

King. I have no Mony. | | 

Prizft. I muſt make you find ſome before we part, if 
you have no Mony, you ſhall have Ware, as many found 

Blows as your Skin can carry. | King, 
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1 King. Is that the plain Truth) 

H Prieft. Sirrah, no more ado; come come, give me the 

Mony you have. Diſpatch, I cannot ſtand all Day. 

5 King. Well if thou wilt needs have it, there it is; juſt 
the Proverb one Thief robs another. Where the Devil 
are all my old Thieves? Falſtaffe that Villain is ſo fat, he 
cannot get on's Horſe, but methinks Poins and Pero ſhould 
be ſtirring hereabouts. 

Prieſt. How much is there on't of thy Word? 

King. A hundred Pound in Angels, on my Word. 
The time has been I would have done as much 
For thee, if thou hadſt paſt this way, as I have now. 

Prieſt, Sirrah, what art thou? thou ſecm'ſt a Gentle- 
man ? 

King. I am no leſs; yet a poor one now, for thou haſt 

all my Mony. 

* Prieſt. From whence cam'ſt thou? 
5 King. From the Court at Eltham. 

Prieſt. Art thou one of the King's Servants? 

King. Yes, that I am, and one of his Chamber. 

: Prie/?. 1 am glad thou'rt no worſe; thou may'ſt the 
better {ſpare thy Mony, and think thou mightſt get a poor 
Thief his Pardon if he ſhould haye need? | 

King. Yes that I can. 

Prieſt. Wilt thou do ſo much for me, when I ſhall hav 
occaſion ? 

King. Yes faith will I, ſo it be for no Murther. 

Prie/. Nay, I am a pitiful Thief, all the hurt I do a 
Man, I take but his Purſe, I'll kill no Man, 

King. Then of my Word T'll do't. 

Prie/t. Give me thy Hand of the ſame. 

King. There tis. 

Prieſt. Methinks the King ſhould be good to Thieves, 
becauſe he has been a Thief himſelf, although I think 
now he be turn'd a true Man. 

King. Faith I have heard indeed h'as had an ill Name 
that Way in's Youth; but how cau'ſt thou tell that he has 
been a Thief? v. 

Prieſt. How ? becauſe he once robb'd me before 1 fell 
to the Trade my ſelf, when that foul Villain ous Guts, = 
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led him to all that Roguery, was in's Company there, 
that Falſtaff. 

King. Well, if he did rob thee then, thou art but even 
with him now, I'll be fworn [4fde]: Thou knoweſt not 
the King now I think, it thou {aweſt him? 

Prieſt. Not I, i'faith. 

King. So it ſhould ſcem. Ade. 

Prieſt. Well, if old King Harry had liv'd, this King that 
is now, had made Thieving the beſt Trade in England. 

King. Why ſo? 

Prieſt. Becauſe he was the chief Warden of our Com- 
pany, it's pity that cer he ſhould have been a King, he 
was ſo brave a Thief. But Sirrah, wilt remember my Paw 
don if need be? 

King. Yes Faith will T. 

Prieſt. Wilt thou? well then, becauſe thou ſhalt go ſafe, 
for thou may'ſt hap (being ſo early) be met with again, 
before thou come to Southwark, if any Man when he 
ſhould bid thee good morrow, bid thee ſtand, ſay thou 
but Sir John, and they will let thee paſs. 

King. Is that the word? then let me alone. 

Priel. Nay, Sirrah, becauſe I think indeed I ſhall have 
ſome occaſion to uſe thee, and as thou com'ꝰſt oft this 
way, I may light on thee another time not knowing thee, 
here Pi] break this Angel, take thou half of it, this is a 
Token betwixt thee and me. | 

King. God a mercy; farewel. Exit. 

Prieſt. O my fine golden {laves, here's for thee, Wench, 
i' faith. Now, Doll, we will revel in our Bever, this is 
a Tythe Pig of my Vicarage. God a mercy Neighbour 
Shooters-Hill, you ha paid your Tythe honeſtly, Well, I 
hear there is a Company of Rebels up againſt the avs 
got together in Ficket field near Holborn, and as it is thoug 
here in Kent, the King will be there to Night in's own 
Perſon: Well, I'll to the King's Camp, and it ſhall go hard, 
if there be any doings, but I'll make ſome good Boot a- 
mong them. - 4 als. 

Enter King, Suffolk, Huntington, and two with Lights. 

King. My Lords of Suffolk and of Huntington, 

Who ſcouts it now? or who ſtand Sentinels? 0 
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M hat Men of Worth? what Lords do walk the round? 
Suff. May't pleaſe your Highneſs, 
King. Peace, no more of that, 


The King's aſleep, wake not his Majeſty 


With Terms nor Titles, he's at reſt in Bed. 
Kings do not uſe to watch themſelves, they ſleep, 
And let Rebellion and Conſpiracy 
Revel and havock in the Commonwealth. 
Is London look'd unto ? 
Hunt. It is my Lord, 
Your noble Uncle Exeter is there, 
Your Brother Glouceſter, and my Lord of Warwick, 
Who with the Mayor and the Aldermen 
Do guard the Gates, and keep good Rule within, 
The Earl of Cambridge, and Sir Thomas Gray 
Do walk the ae Lord Scroop and Butler ſcout: 
So though it pleaſe your Majeſty to jeſt, 
Were you in Bed, well might you take your Reſt. 
King. I thank ye, Lords; but you do know of old, 
That I have been a Fc Night-walker: 
London, you ſay, is ſafely lookt unto, 
Alaſs, poor Rebels, there your Aid muſt fall, 
And the Lord Cobham Sir Fobn Oldcaſtle, 
Quiet in ent; Acton, you are deceiv'd; 
Rec kon again, you count, without your Hoſt. | 
To morrow you ſhall give account to us. 
Till when, my Friends, this long cold Winter's Nigkt 
How can we ſpend? King Harry is aſleep, 
And all his Lords, theſe Garments tell us ſo: 
All Friends at Foot-Ball, Fellows all in Field, 
Harry and Dick, and George, bring us a Drum, 
Give us ſquare Dice, we'll keep this Court of Guard, 
For all good Fellows Companies that come. 
Where's that mad Prieſt ye toll me was in Arms 
To Fight, as well as Pray, if need requir'd. 
Suf. He's in the Camp, and if he knew of this, 
1 undertake he would not be long hence. 
King. Trip Dick, trip George. 
Hunt. I muſt have the Dice; what do we play at? 
Sef. Paſſage, if ye pleaſe. | | 
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Hunt. Set round them; ſo at all. 
King. George, you are out. 
Give me the Dice, I paſs for twenty Pound, 
Here's to our lucky Paſſage in France, 
Hunt. Harry, you paſs indeed, for you ſweep all. 
Suf. A Sign King Harry ſhall ſweep all in France. 
Enter Prieſt. 

Prieſt. Edge ye good Fellows, take a freſh Gameſter in. 

King. Maſter Parſon, we play nothing but Gold. 

Prieſt. And, Fellow, I tell thee that the Prieſt hath 
Gold, Gold; what? ye are but-beggarly Soldiers to me, 
I think I have more Gold than 6 three. | 

Hunt. It may be ſo, but we believe it not. 

King. Set, Prieſt, ſet, I paſs for all that Gold. 

Prieſt. Ye pals indeed. 

King. Prieſt, haſt any more? 

Prieſt. More? what a Queſtion's that ? 

I tell thee I have more than all you three. 
At theſe ten Angels. | 

Ring. I wonder how thou com'ſt by all this Gold. 
How many Benefices haſt thou, Prieſt ? 

Prieſt. Faith, but one; doſt wonder how I come by 
Gold? I wonder rather how poor Soldiers ſhould have 
Gold; for I'll tell thee, good Fellow, we have every Day 
Tythes, Off'rings, Chriſtnings, Weddings, Burials; and 
you poor Snakes come ſeldom to a Booty. I'll ſpeak a 
proud word, I have but one Parſonage Wrotham, tis bet- 
ter than the Biſhoprick of Rochefter: there's ne er a Hill, 
Heath, nor Down in all Kent, but 'tis in my Pariſh, 
Barrham-down, Cobham-down, Gads-hill, Wrotham-hill, Black- 
heath, Coxs-heath, Birchen Woed, all pay me tythe. Gold 
quoth a? ye paſs not for that. | 

Suf. Harry, ye are out; now, Parſon, ſhake' the Dice, 

Prieſt. Set, ſet, I'll cover ye, at all: A plague on't I 
am out; the Devil, and Dice, and a Wench, who will 
truſt them ? | 

Suf. Say'ſt thou ſo, Prieſt ? ſet fair, at all for once. 

King. Out, Sir, pay all. 

Prieſt. Sir, pay me Angel Gold. 

IU none of your crack'd French Crowns nor Tho, 
1 ay 
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Pay me fair Angel Gold, as I pay you. 
King. No crack'd French Crowns? I hope to ſee more 
crack'd French Crowns ere long. 
Prieſt. Thou mean'ſt of French Mens Crowns, when the 
King's in France. 
Hun. Set round, at all. 
Prieft. Pay all: this is ſome luck. 
: King. Give me the Dice, 'tis I muſt ſhred the Prieſt ; 
At all, Sir Fohn. 

Prieſt. The Devil and all is yours: at that, *Sdeath, 
what Caſting's this? ö 
Suff. Well thrown, Harry, I'faith, 

King. I'll caſt better yet. 
_ Prieft. Then I'll be hang'd. Sirrah, haſt thou not giv'a 
thy Soul to the Devil for caſting ? 
* King. I paſs for all. 
* Prieſt. Thou paſſeſt all that e er I plaid withal: 
Sirrah, doſt thou not cog, nor foiſt, nor ſlur? 
King. Set, Parſon, ſet, the Dice die in my Hand. 
» When, Parſon, when? what, can ye find no more? 
© - Already dry? was't you bragg'd of your Store? 
Prieſt. All's gone but that. 
Hun. What? half a broken Angel. 
Prieſt. Why, Sir? *tis Gold. 
King. Vea, and I'll cover it. 
Prieſt. The Devil give you good on't, I am blind; you 
have blown me up. 
King. Nay, tarry, Prieſt, you ſhall not leave us yet, 
Do not theſe pieces fit each other well? 
Prieſt. What if they do? 
King. Thereby begins a Tale: 

There was a Thief, in Face, much like Sir John, 
But *twas not he. That Thief was all in green, 

Met me laſt Day, on Black-heath, near the Park, 

With him a Woman. I was all alone 
And Weaponleſs, my Boy had all my Tools, 

And was before providing me a Boat. 

Short Tale to make, Sir Fohn, the Thief I mean, 
Took a juſt hundred Pound in Gold from me. 
1 ſtorm'd at it, and ſwore to be reveng'd 
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If e'er we met: he like a luſty Thief, 
Brake with his Teeth this Angel juſt in two, 


Io bea Token at our meeting next; 


Provided I ſhould charge no Officer 
To apprehend him, but at Weapons Point 
Recover that, and what he had beſide. 
Well met, Sir John, betake ye to your Tools 
By Torch-light, for Maſter Parſon, you are he 
That had my Gold. | 
Prieſt. 'Zounds I won't in play, in fair ſquare Play, of the 
Keeper of Elrham-Park, and that I will maintain with this 
poor Whyniard; be you two honeſt Men to ſtand and look 
upon's, and let's alone, and neither part. 
King. Agreed, I charge ye do not budge a Foot. 
Sir John, have at ye. 
Prieſt. Soldier, ware your Sconce. 
As they proffer, Enter Butler, and draws his Swor tt 
part them. 
But. Hold, Villain, hold; my Lords, what d'ye mean, 
To ſee a Traitor —— the King. 
Prieft. The King? s will, I am in a proper pickle. 
King. Butler, what News? why doſt thou trouble us? 
But. Pleaſe your Majeſty, it's break of Day, 
And as I ſcouted near to Iſington, 
The Gray ey'd Morning gave me glimmering 
Of armed Men coming down Highgate Hill, 
Who by their Courſe are coaſting hitherward. 
King. Let us withdraw, my Lords, prepare our Troops, 
To charge the Rebels if there be ſuch Cauſe: 
For this lewd Prieſt, this deviliſh Hypocrite, 
That is a Thief, a Gameſter, and what not, 
Det him be hang'd up for Example fake. 
Prieſt. Not ſo, my gracious Sovercign, I confeſs I am 
a frail Man, Fleſh and Blood as others are: but ſet my Im- 
perfections aſide, ye have not a taller Man, nor a truer 
1 to the Crown and State, than Sir ohn of ra- 
7 18. 
King. Will a true Subject rob his King? | 
Prieſt, Alaſs ! *rwas ignorance and want, my gracious 


Liege. King, 
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King. Twas want of Grace. Why, you ſhould be as Salt 
To ſeaſon others with good Document, 

Your Lives as Lamps to give the People Light, 

As Shepherds, not as Wolves to ſpoil the Flock ; 


So hang him, Bartley. 


Bret. Didſt thou not rob me? 
Priefi. I muſt confeſs I ſaw ſome of your Gold, but, my 


* dread Lord, I am in no humour for Death; God will 
that Sinners live, do not you cauſe me to die. Once in 


their Lives the beſt may go aſtray, and if the World ſay 


true, your ſelf, my Liege, have been a Thief. 
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King. I confeſs I have, 


But Irepent and have reclaim'd my ſelf. 


Prieſt. So will I do if you will * me time. 
King. Wilt thou? my Lords, will you be his Sureties? 
Hunt. That when he robs again he ſhall be hang'd. 
Prieſt. J aſk no more. 

King. And we will grant thee that, 

Live and repent, and prove an honeſt Man, 
Which when I hear, and ſafe return from France, 
I'll give thee living. Till when, take thy Gold, 
But ſpend it better than in Cards or Wine. 

For better Virtues fit that Coat of thine. 

Prieſt. Vivat Rex, & currat Lex, My Liege, if ye have 
cauſe of Battel, ye ſhall ſce Sir 7ohn beſtir himſelt in your 
Quarrel. Exeunt. 
An Alarum. Enter King, Suffolk, Huntington, Sir John 

bringing forth Acton, Beverly, and og Priſoners. 

King. Bring in thoſe Traitors, whoſe aſpiring Minds 
Thought to bars triumph'd in our Overthrow : 

But now ye ſee, baſe Villains, what Succeſs 
Attends ill Actions wrongfully attempted. 

Sir Roger Acton, thou retain'ſt the Name 

Of Knight, and ſhouldſt be more diſcreetly temper'd 
Than join with Peaſants, Gentry is divine, 

But thou haſt made it more than popular. 

Act. Pardon, my Lord, my Conſcience urg'd me to it. 

King. Thy Conſcience! then Conſcience is corrupt, 
For in thy Conſcience thou art bound to us, 

And in hy Conſciegce thou ſhouldſt love thy _— 
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Elſe what's the Difference *twixt a Chriſtian, 
And the uncivil Manners of the Turk: 
Bev. We meant no hurt unto your Majeſty, 
But Reformation of Religion. 
King. Reform Religion? was it that you ſought? 
I pray who gave you that Authority ? 
Belike then we do hold the Scepter up, 
And fit within the Throne but for a Cipher. 
Time was, good Subjects would make known their Grief, 
And pray Amendment, not inforce the ſame, 
Unleſs their King were Tyrant, which I hope 
You cannot juſtly ſay that Harry is. 
What is that other ? 
Saf. A Malt-Man, my Lord, 
And dwelling in Dunſtable, as he ſays. 
King. Sirrah, what made you leave your Barley-broth, 
To come in Armour thus againſt your King ? 
Mur. Fic, paltry, paltry, to and fro, in and out upon 
occaſion, what a World is this? Knighthood, my Liege, 
*twas Knighthood brought me hither, they told me I had 
Wealth enough to make my Wife a Lady. 
King. And ſo you brought theſe Horſes which we ſaw 
Trapt all in coſtly Furniture, and meant 
To wear theſe Spurs when you were Knighted once. 
Mur. In and out upon Occaſion I did. 

King. In and out upon Occaſion, therefore you ſhall be 
bang'd, and in the ſtead of wearing thoſe Spurs upon 
your Heels, about your Neck they ſhall bewray your folly 
to the World. 

Prieſt. In and out upon Occaſion, that goes hard. 
Mur. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro; good my Liege, 
a Pardon, I am ſorry for my Fault. 
King. That comes too late; but tell me, went there 
none beſide Sir Roger Acton, upon whom 
You did depend to be your Governor? 
Mur. None, my Lord, but Sir Fehn Oldcaflle. 
2 Enter Biſnop of Rocheſter, 
King. Bears he a part in this Conſpiracy ? 


Ad. We look'd, my Lord, that he would meet us here. 


King. But did he promiſe you that he would come? 
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AR. Such Letter we received forth of Kent. 
Roch. Where is my Lord the King? Health to your 


8 E xamining, my Lord, ſome of the Rebels, [Grace. 
? It is a general Voice among them all. 

That they had never come into this Place, 

But to have met their valiant General, 


'The good Lord Cobham, as they title him : 
Whereby, my Lord, your Grace may now perceive, 
His Treaſon is apparent, which before 


He ſought to colour by his Flattery. 


King. Now by my Royalty I would have hea 
But for his Conſcience, which I bear withal, 


There had not liv'd a more true-heated Subject. 


Roch. It is but counterfeit, my gracious Lord, 
And therefore may it pleaſe your Majeſty, 
To ſet your Hand unto this Precept here, 
P which we'll cauſe him forthwith to appear, 


And anſwer this by order of the Law. 


King. Not only that, but take Commiſſion 
To ſearch, attach, impriſon, and condemn 


This moſt notorious Traitor as you pleaſe. 


Roch. It ſhall be done, my Lord, without delay: 


» So now J hold, Lord Cobbam, in my Hand, 


1 hat which ſhall finiſh thy diſdained Life. 

Hrg. I think the Iron Age begins but now, 
Which learned Loets have lo otten taught, 
Wherein there is no credit to be given 
To either Words, or Looizs, or ſolemn Caths, 


For if he were, how often hath he iworn, 
How gently tun'd the Muſick of his Tongue, 
And with what amiable Face beheld he me, 
When all, God knows, was but Hy pocriſie. 


Euter Lord Cobham. 
Cob. Long Life and proſperous Reign unto my Lord. 
King. Ah, Villain, canſt thou with Proſperity, 
' Whoſe Heart includeth nou ght but Treachery ? 


Jl do arreft thee here my ſelf, falſe Knight, 
Of Treaſon capital againſt the State. 


Cob. Of Treaſon, mighty Prince? Your Grace miſtakes, 


| ; I hope it is but in the way of Mirth. 


King. Thy Neck ſhall feel it is in earneſt ſhortly, 
How 
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How heinouſly thou haſt oſtended us? 
But this is thy accuſtomed deceit, 
Now thou perceiv'it thy Purpoſe is in vain, 
With ſome excuſe or other thou wilt come 4 
To clear thy ſelf of this Rebellion, 5 
Cob. Rebellion! good my Lord, I know of none. - 
King. It you deny it, here is evidence. 
See you theſe Men; you never counſelled, 
Nor offered them aſſiſtance in their Wars ? 
Cob. Speak, Sir, not one but all, I crave no favour; 
Have ever I been converſant with you? 
Or written Letters to incourage you ? 
Or kindled by the leaſt or ſmalleſt part 
Of this your late unnatural Rebellion: 
Spealc, for I dare the uttermoſt you can. 
Mur. In and out upon Occaſion, I know you not. 
King. No, didſt thou not ſay, that Sir Tobn Olacaſlla 
Was one with whom you propos'd to have met ? 
Mur. True, I did ſay fo, but in what reſpect, "i 
Becauſe I heard it was reported fo. 
King. Was there no other Argument but that ? 
Act. I muſt confeſs we have no other Ground 
But only Rumour to accuſe th1s Lord ; 
Which now I tee was meerl) fabulous. » 
King. The more pernicious you to taint him then, 
Whom you know was not faulty, yea or no. 
Cob. Let #27" my Lord, w hich I preſent vour Grace, 
Speak for my Loyalty, read theſe Articles. 
And then give Sentence of my Life or Death. 
King. Earl Cambridge, Scrocp and Gr ay corrupted 
Wich Bribes from Charles of France, either to win 
My Crown ftom me, or ſecretly contrive 
My Death by Treaſon ? Jet poſſible ? 
Cob. There is the Platform, and their Hands, my Lord, 
Each ſeverally ſubicribed to the fame. 
King. Oh, never-heard-of baſe Ingratitude ! 
Even thoſe I heg within my Boſom moſt, 
Are readieſt evermore to fling my Heart, 
Pardon me, Cobham, i have done thee wrong, 
Hereafter I will live to make amends. 
Is then their time of meeting fo near hand? 
We'll meet with them but little for their eaſe, 


Ii 
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If God permit. Go take theſe Rebels hence, 


Let them have Martial Law? but as for the-, 
Friend to thy King and Country, ſtill be tree. Exe. 
Mur. Be it more or leis, what a World is this? 
Would I had continued ſtill of the Order of Knaves, 
And ne'er ſought Knighthood, fince 1t coſts 
So dear: Sir Roger, I may thank you for all. 
AX. Now 'tis too late to have it remedied, 
I prithee, Murley, do not urge me with 1t. 
Hunt. Will you away, and make no more to do ? 
Mar. Fie, paltry, paltry, to and fro, as Occaſion ſerves, 
If you be ſo haſty, take my Place. 
Hunt. No, gcod Sir Knight, e'en take't your ſelf. 
Mur. I could be glad to give my betters place. [Ext. 
Enter Biſhop of Rochelter, Lord Warden, Cromer the She- 
riff, Lady Cobham and Attendants. 
Roch. I tell ye, Lady, it's impoſſible 
But you ſhould know where he conveys himſelf. 
And you have hid him in ſome ſecret Place. 
L. Cob. Nly Lord, believe me, as I love my Soul, 
I know not where my Lord my Husband is. 
Roch. Go to, go to, ye are an Heretick, 
And will be forc'd by Torture ta confels, 
It fair means will not ſerve to make you tell. 
L. Cob. My Husband 1s a Noble Gentleman, 
And need not hide himſelf for any Fact 
That e'er I heard of, therefore wrong him not, 
Roch. Your Husband is a dangerous Schiſmatic, 
Traitor to God, the King, 2 Commonwealth, 
And therefore, Mr. Cromer, Sheriff of Kent, 
] charge you take her to your Cuſtody, 
And ſeize the Goods of Sir Fobn Oldcaftle, 
To the King's uſe ; let her go in no more, 
To fetch ſo much as her Apparel cut, 
There is your Warrant from his Alajeſty. 
Mar. Good my Lord Piſhop, pacil.c your wrath 
Againſt the Lady. 
Rach. Then let her confeſs 
Where Oldeaſile her Husband is conceal'd. 
War, ] date engage mine Honour and my Liſe, 
Pour Gentlewoman, Jhe 18 ignorant 


C2 And 


52 HISTORY „ 


And innocent of all his Practices, 
If any Evil by him be practiſed. 
Roch. If, my Lord Warden ? Nay then I charge 
you, 
That all Cinque-ports whereof you are chief, 
Be laid forthwith, that he eſcapes us not. 
Shew him his Highneſs' warrant, Mr. Sheriff. 
War. I am ſorry for the noble Gentleman. 
Roch. Peace, he comes here, now do your Office. 
Enter Harpool and Lord Cobham. 
Cob. Has pool, what Buſineſs have we here in hand? 
What makes the Biſhop and the Sheriff here? 
I fear my coming home is dangerous, 
I would I had not made 1ich hate to Coabharr. 
Her. Be of good chear my Lord, if they he Foes, we'll 
ſcramble ſhrewd!ly with mem: If they be Friends they 
are WEICOMeE. 
Sher. Sir foo Olacaſtie Lora Ccbbam, in the * ing's 
Name, 1 
J arreſt ve of high Treaſon. | 
Cob. Treaſon, Xr. Cromer ? 
Har. "I 'rcafon, Mr. Sherift, what T zeaſon ? 
Cob. Hur pool, l charge t! e Air Dot. hut be quiet, | 
Do ye arreli me of '{reaton, XIr. Sheriff? 
Rach. Yea, of High Treaſon, Traitor, Heretick, 
Cob. Defiance in his Face at calls we, 
J am as true a Loyal Gentleman 
Unto his Highne\s, 25 my proudet Ehen. 
'The King ſhall witnefs my late nithfu! service, 
For ſafety of his ſacred Majeſty. 
Roch. What thou art, the Rulig's Hand hall teſtiſie, 
Shew him, Lord Warden. 
Cob. Jeſu defend me 
Is*t poſſible your cunning could { temper 
The Princely diſpoſition of his Mind, 
To ſign the dainage of a Loval Subject ? 
Well, the beſt is, it bears an an date, 
Procured by my abſence and your malice. 
But I, ſince that, have ſhew'd my ſelf as true, 
As any Churchman that dare challenge me. 
Let me be brought before his Majeſty, 
It he acquit me not, then do your worſt. 
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Roch. We are not bound to do kind Offices 

For any Traitor, Schiſmatick, nor Heretick : 
The King's Hand is our Warrant for our Work, 
Who is departed on his way for France, 

And at Southampton doth repoſe this Night. 

Har. O that thou and I were within twenty Miles of 
it, on Sallabury Plain ! TI would loie my Head if thou 
brought 'ſt thy Head hither again, Le, j 

Cob. My Lord Warden o'th Cingue-forts, and I. ord of FF 
Rachefter, ye are joint Commiſſioners, tavour me ſo much; 


on my expence, to bring me to the King. } 
Rach What, to South Hampton? j 
Cob. Thither, my good Lord, * 


And if he do nct clear nie of all Gnilt, 5 
And all ſuſpicion of Conſpiracy, | 


Pawning his Princely warrant for my Truth: | 
Jask no Favour, our extreameit Torture. . 
Bring me, or {end me to him, good my Lo, 


Good my Lord 2 en, Mr. Sheriff entreat. 
[They both entreat for him, 

Come hither, Lady, nay, ſweet Wile, forbear 
To heap one Sorrow on another's Neck : 
"11s grief enough faifly to be accus'd, 
And not permitted to acquit my ielf. 
Do not thou with thy kind reſpeQuve Tears, 
Torment thy Husband's Heart that bleeds fer thee : 
But be of Comfort, God hath help m ſtore 
For thoſe that put aſſured truſt in him. 
Dear Wite, it they commit me to the Tower, 
Come up to London, to your Siſter's Houſe : 
That being near me, you may comfort me. 
One ſolace find I ſettled in my Soul, 
That I am free from 'Treafon's very thought, 
Only my Conſcience for the Goſpel's fake, 
Is cauſe of all the 'Troubles I ſuſtain, 

L. Cob. O my dear Lord, what ſhall betide of u:? 
You to the Tower, and I turn'd out of Doors, 
Our Subſtance ſeiz'd unto his highnels' uſe, 
4 Even ta the Garments longing to our Backs. 

Har. Patience, good Madam, things at worſt will mend, 
And if they do not, yet our Lives may end, 
C3 Reb 
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Rach. Urge it no more, for if an Angel ſpake, 
I ſccar by iiveet St. Peter's bleſſed Keys, 
Firſt goes he to the Tuber, then to the Stake. 
Sher But by your leave, this Warrant doth not fretch 
To Impriſon her. | 
Rah. No, turn her out of Doors, 
Even as ſhe is, and lead him to the Toxver, 
With Guard erongh, for fear of reſcuing. 
L. Cobh. O God requite thee thou bloody-thirty Man. 
Cob, May it nct be. my Lord of Roche/ter ? 
Where:n have I incur'd your hate fo far, N N 
That my Appeal unto tne King's deny'd ? 
Roch. No Hate of mine, but Pow'r of Holy Church, 


Forbids all Favour to falſe Hexreticks. t 
C25. Your priviie Nice more than publick Pow'r, Y 
Strikes moſt at me, bat with my Life it ends. 4 
Har. e/ide.) O that I kad the Biſhop in that ſear i £ 
That once I nad his Sammer by our ſelves. mY 


Sher, My Lord, yet grant one Suit unto us all, 
That this ſame ancient Servingman may wait 
7 0 - 1 < 
Upon my Lord his Niatter in the Tower, 


Roch. This old Iniquity, this Heretick ? 2 
That in contem t of our Church Diſcipline, 
Compel”d my Sumner to devcur his Process? Y 
Old Ruffian pit Grace, upſtart Schiſmatick, vw 
Had not the King pray'd us to pardon ye, y 
Ye had fried for't, ye grizled Heretick. In 


Har. Sblood, my Lord Biſhop, ye wrong me, I am nei. Pe 
ther Heretick nor Puritan, but of the old Church; III 
ſwear, drink Ale, kiſs a Wench, go to Maſs, eat Fiſh all | 
Lent, ard faſt Fridays with Cakes and Wine, Fruit and at 
Spicery, thrive me of my old Sins afore Faftcr, and begin 
new before Whit/cntide. 

Sher. A merry mad conceited Knave, my Lord, 

Har. That Knave was ſimply put upon the Biſhop. 

Rach. Well, God forgive him, and I pardon him: 
Let im attend his Maſter in the Tower, 5 
For I in Charity wiſh, his Soul no hurt. l 

Cob. God bleſs my Soul from ſuch cold Charity, Fo 

Roch. To th' Tower with him, and when my leiſure U. 
I will examine him of Articles ; ſerves, * 


Look, my Lord Warden, as you have in charge, Y 
1 * \ 
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The Sheriff perform his Office. 
Var. Ay, my Lord. 
Enter Sumner with Books. 
Roch. What bring'ſt thou there? what, Books of Hereſie? 
Sum. Yea, my Lord, here's not a Latin Book, 
No not ſo much as our Ladies Pialter: 
Here's the Bible, the Teſtament, the Palms in metre, 
The Sick Rlan's Salve, the Treafure of Gladneſs, 
All Engliſb, no not ſo much but the Almanack's Ernolifh. 

Roch. Away with them, to ti' Fire with them, Clun, 

Now fie upon theſe upſtart Hereticks. 
All Engl, burn them, burn tnem quickly, Ciun. 

Har. But do not, Sumner, as you'll aniwer it, for i have 
there Eng/i Books, my Lord, that I'Il not rr for 
your Biſhoprick, Bewis of Hamp? ant Oroli laſt, The Friars 

and the Boy, Ellen of Rummins, Robin Hocd, "and other fuch 
y godly Stories, which if you burn, by this Fleſh I'll make 


ye ar ink their Aſkes in At. N=. worn Ale. [ Exe, 
Enter the Biſhop of Rocheſter, "avith FE} Men in Livery 
Conts. 


I = Is it your Honaur's pleaſure we ſhall ſtay, 
Or come back in the Afternoon to fetch you. 
Roch. Now have ye brought me here unto the Tarver, 
You may go back unto the Porter's Lodge, 
Where, if I have occaſion to employ you, 
Il ſend ſome Othcer to call you to me. 
Into the City go not, I command you, 
gel- Perhaps I may have preſent need to uſe You. 


11 2 Ser. We will attend your Honour here without. 
all 3 Ser. Come, we may have a Quart of Wine at the Refs 


and at Barking, and come back an hour before he']l go. 
gin 1 Ser, We muſt hie us then, 
3 Ser, Let's away. [ Exaunt, 
> Roch, Ho, Mr. Lieutenant. 
p. Lieu. Who calls there? 
3 Roch. A Friend of yours, 
Lien. My Lord of Rocheſen? your IIoneur's welcome. 
+ Rech. Sir, here's my Warrant from the Council, 
75 Conference with Sir Jahn Oldcaſile, 
iſure Upon ſome matter of great Conſequence. 
rves, Lieu. Ho, Sir John. 


Har. Who calls there? 
Tbe 
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Comes from the Council to confer with him. 
I think you may as ſafe, without ſuſpicion, 
As any Man in England as J hear, 
For it was you moſt labour'd his Commitment. 
Roch. I did, Sir, and nothing repent it, I aſſure you, 
Enter Lord Cobham and Harpool. 
r. Lieutenant, I pray you give us leave, 
muſt conter here with Sir 7% a little. 
Lien. With all Heart, my Lord. [Exit, 
Har. afide.] My Lord, be rul'd by me, take this occa. 
ton —_ it 15 offered, on my Life your Lordſhip will 
eſca 
Ch No ore, [ fay, peace leaſt he ſhould ſuſpect it. 
Roch. Sir Jobi, Tam come to you from the Lords of the 
Council, to "rity if you do recant your Errors. 
Cob. My Lord of Rocheſter, on good advice, 
I fee my Error; but yet underſtand me, 
I mean not Error in the Faith 1 hoid, 
But Error in ſubmitting to your Pleaſure, 
Therefore your Lordſh:p without more to do, 
Muſt bea means to help me to eicape. 
Koch. What means, thou Heretick ? 
Dar'd thou but lift thy Hand againſt my Calling? 
C:6. No, not to hurt you, tor a thouſand Pound, 
Har. Nothing but to borrow your upper Garmenta little; 
not a word more, peace for waking the Children: There, 
put on, diſpatch, my Lord, the Window that goes out 
into the Leads is ſure enough; but for you, I'Il bind you 
ſurely in the inner Room 
Cob. This is well begun, God ſend us happy ſpeed, 
Hard ſhift you ſee Men make in time of need. 
Enter Servingmen again. 
4 Jmarvel that my Lord ſhould ſlay ſo long. 
Ee hath ſent to ſzek us, 1 dare lay my Life. 
Se We come in good time, fee where he is coming. 


WI by) we 


dr e to my Lord and Maiter, 
30. The inner Rooms be very hot and cloſe, 
I 40 not like this Air here in the Tower, 


gcc 


Lieu. Harpool, tell Sir Jobn, that my Lord of Rocheſter 


Har. I beieecch you, good my Lord of Rocheſter, be la- 


Har. His cafe is hard, my Lord; you fhall ſafely get out | 
of the Zac, but I will Gown upon them: In which time 
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get you away. Hard under J/:»gter wait you my coming. 
f will bring my Lady ready with Horſes to get hence. 
| Cob. Fellow, go back again unto my Lord, and coun- 
ſel him. 
| Ix Nay, my good Lord of Rocheſter, Vil br ing you 
t. Albans through the Woods I warrant you, 
2 Villain, away. 
Har. Nay ſince I am paſt the Towers Liberty. 
You part not ſo. [ He draws; 
' Ccb. Clubs, Clubs, Clubs. 
: 1 Ser, Murther, Murther, Murther. 
4 2 Ser. Down with him. 
Har. Out you cowardly Rogues. [Cobham cage. 
Enter Lieutenant and his Men. 
Lieu. Who is ſo bold to dare to draw a Sword 
So near unto the entrance of the Tauer? 
. 1 Ser This Ruffian, Servant to Sir John Oldeaſtle, was 
like to have ſlain my Lord. 
Lieu. Lay hold on him. 
Har. Stand off if you love your Puddings. 
[ Biup of Rocheſter calls avitbhin. 
Roch. Help, help, help, Mr. Li ute nant, help. 


E 


Lieu. Who's that within? Some Treaſon in the Tuer, 


on my life, look in, who's that which calls ? 
Enter BiſLop of Rocheſter bound. 
Lien. Without your Cloak, my Lord of Rechefter ? 
e, Har. There, now it works ; ; then let me kneed, 
ut For now's the fitteſt time to Tape away. [ Exit, 
ou | Lieu. Why do you look ſo ghaſtly and affrighted ?: 
Rach. Oldcaſtle that Traitor, "and his Man, 
When you had left me to confer with him, 
Took, bound, ande ſtript me, as you fee. 
And left me lying in tuis inner Chamber, 
And ſo departed, and 
Lieu. And you! Ne'er ſay that, the Lord Cobham's Man 
g. Dad here ſet on you like to murther you. 
la- 1 Ser, And ſo he did. 
| Reach, It was upon his Maſter then he did, 
That in the brawl the Traitor "IN elcape. 
| Lieu. Where is this Harpo! ? 
out |} 2 Ser. Here he was even now, 
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Lieu. Where, can you tell? they are both eſcap'd, 
Since it ſo happens that he is eſcap'd, 
J am glad you are a witneſs of the ſame: 
It might have elſe been laid unto my Charge, 
That I had been conſenting to the Fact. 
Nach. Come, 
Search ſhall be made fer him with expecition, 
The Haven's laid that he ſhall not eſcape, 
And hue and cry continue through Eng /and, 
To find this damned, dangerous Heretick. 


Harry and Suffolk /iſtning at the Door. 

Cam. In mine Opinion, Screop hath well advis'd, 
Poiſon will be the only apteſt mean, 
And fitteſt for our purpoſe to diſpatch him. 

Gray. But yet there may be doubt in their delivery, 
Harry is wiſe, and therefore, Earl of Cambridge, 
I judge that way not ſo convenient. 


Scroop. What think ye then of this? Jam hrs Bedſellow, 


And unſuſpected nightly ſleep with him. 
What if I venture in thoſe ſilent hours, 
When Sleep hath ſealed up all mortal Eyes, 
To murther him in Bed? how like ye that? 
Cam. Herein conſiſts no ſafety for your ſelf, 
And you diſclos'd, what ſhall become of us? 
But this Day, as ye know, he will aboard, 
"The Wind's fo fair, and ſet away for France, 
If as he goes, or entring in the Ship 
It might be done, theg were it excellent. 
Gray. Why any of theſe, or if you will, 
T'it cauſe a preſent fitting of the Council, 
Wherein I will pretend ſome matter of ſuch weight, 
As needs muſt have his Royal Company, 
And fo diipatch him in his Counci! Chamber. 
Cam. Tuih, yet I hear not any thing to purpoſe, 
T wonder that Lord C24bzm ſtays fo lor g, 
His Council in this Caſe would much avail vs. 


King. That were a ſhame indeed :. No, fit again, 


And you ſhall have my Countel in this caſe ; 


[ Kxeunt, 
Enter Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, as in a Chamber, 
and jet down at a Table, conſulting about their Treaſon, King 


[The Kirg ſteps in upon them with his Lordi. 
Scroep, What, {hail we rife thus, and determine nothing ? 


Sir JOHN OLDCASTLE. 59 


&r you can find no way to kill the King, 
Then you ſhall ſee how I can furniſh ye; 
gcrop's way by Poiſon was indifferent, 
But yet being Bed-fellow to the King, 
And un! ſuſpected, ſleeping in his Boſom, 
In mine Opinion that's the Iikelier way. 
For ſuch falſe Friends are able to do much, 
And filent Night is Treaſon's fitteſt Friend. 
Now, Cambridze, in his fetting hence for France, 
Or by the way, or as he goes aboard 
To do the deed, that was indifferent too, 
But ſomewhat doubtful. 
Marry, Lord Gay came very near the point, 
To have the King at Counci 1, and there murder him, 
As Cæſar was among his deareit Friends. 
Teil me, oh tell me, you bright Honour's ſtains, 
For which of all my Kindneſſes to you, 
Lo e ye become thus Traitors to the King? 
And France muſt have the Spoil of Harry's Life. 
v. . Oh pardon us, dread Lord. 
x King. How! pardon ye? that were a Sin indeed, 
Drag them to Death, Which juſtly they deſerve : 
And France ſhall dearly buy this Villany, 
$0 ſoon as we ſet footing on her Breaſt. 
God have the praiſe for our Deliverance, 
And next our Thanks, Lord Cobham, is to thee 
True perfect Mirror of Nobility. [ Exennt, 
Enter Pricf? and Doll. 
Pri. Come Dall, come, be merry, Wench, 
Farewel Kent, we are not for thee. 
Be luſty, my Laſs, come for Lancaſhire, 
We muſt nip the Boung for theſe Crowns. 
Dell. Why is all the Gold ſpent already, that vou had 
the other Day ? 
Prieſt. Gone, Doll, gone; flown, ſpent, vaniſh'd, the 
Devil, Drink, and Dice, nas devonred all. 
Doll. Vou might have left me in Kent, till you had 
been better provided. 
„, Prieſt. No, Doll, no, Kent's too hot, Dell, Kent's too hot; 
the Weathercock of Vrorbam will crow no longer, we 
ave pluckt him, he has loſt his Feathers, I have prun'd 


bim bare, leit him tarice, is moulted, moulted, Wench. 
» Doll, 
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Doll. 1 might have gone to Service again, old Mr. Har. 
pou/ told me he would provide me a Miſtreſs. 

Prie/t. Peace Doll, Peace; come, mad Wench, Ill make 
thee an honeſt Woman, we "1; into Lancafirt to our Friends, 


the troth is, I'll marry thee; we want but a little Mony, and 
Mony we will have I warrant thee; ſtay, who comes here?! 


Some /. Villain methinks that hath ſlain a Man, and now 

he 1s rifling on him; ſtand cloſe, Doll, we'll fee the end. 
Enter the 7 riſhman wich his dead Maſter, and rifles him. 

, Jrifh. Alas poe Maſter, Sir Richard Lee, be St. Patrich, 


is rob and cut thy trote, for de ſhain, and dy Mony, and} 


dy Gold Ring, be me truly is love de well, but now don 
be kill de, be ſhitten Knave 


Pricft. Stand, Sirrah, what art thou ? 
Triſh. Be St. Patrick Meſter, is poor Li man, is a leufter 
Pri-/t. Sirrah, Sirrah, you're a damn'd Rogue, you has, 


Kkill'd a Man here, and rifled him of all that he has; 'sblood| 


you Rogue deliver, or Il] not leave you ſo much as a Han 
above your Shoulders, you whoreſon 1% Dog. { Robs bin 

Triſb. We's me St. Patrick, Iſe kill my Matter for ſhain 
and his Ring, and now's be rob of all, me's undo. 

Prieft Avant you Raſcal, gs Sirrah, be walking. Come 
Dall, the Devil laughs when one Thief robs another; come 
Vi 7ench, we'll to St. A/bans, and revel in our Bower, my 
brave Girl. 

Doll. O thou art old Sir Ton when all's done "faith. | 
[ Exeunt. 

Enter the Iriſhman with the Hoſt 2 of the Houſe. 

Fi. Be me tro Maſter is poor J. ihmen, is want ludg.- 
ing, is have no Mony, is ſtarve and cold, good Matter 
give her ſome Meat, is famiſe and tye. 

Ht. Faith Fellow I have no Lodging, but what 1 
Keep tor my Gueſts; as for Meat, thou ſhalt have as 
much as there is, and if thou wilt lye in the Barn, there's 
fair Straw, and room enough. 

Iriſb. Is tank my Matter hertily. 

Het. Ho, Robin. 

Reb. Who calls? 

Hat. Shew tis poor Iiman to the Barn, go Sirrah, 

Enter Carrier and Kate 

Club. Who's within here ? who looks to the Horſes ? 
Uds hat, "here's tne Work, the Hens in the Manger, and 
the 


| 


„* 


> 


| 


ſes? 


and 
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the Hogs in the Litter, a bots found you all, here's 4 
Houſe well lookt to, i'faith. 

Kate. Mas Goff Club, Ile very cawad. 

Club. Get in, Kate, get in to the Fire and warm thee, 
Fohn Ofter ? 

Hot. What, Gaffer Club, welcome to St. Albans, 
How do's all our Friends in Lanco/hire ? 

Club. Well, God a Mercy Jobn, how do's Tom, where 
is he ? 

Ot. Tom's gone from hence, he's at the three Horſe- 
loaves at Story-Stratfora : How do's old Dick Dun ? 

Club. Uds hat, old Dur is moyre in a ſlough in Brick- 
hill-lane ; a plague found it, yonders ſuch abomination 
Weather as was never ſeen. 

Of. Uds hat Thief, have one half Peck of Peaſe and 
Oats more for that, as I am 7 Oftler, he has been ever 
as a good Jade as ever travelled. 

Club. Faith well ſa id, old. 2c, thou art the old Tad ſtill. 

Ou Come, Ga ffer CIab, unload, unload, and get to Supper. 

Eater the It, E Cobn zam, 4. id 11 arpool. 


Het. Sir, you're welcome to this Houſe, to ſuch as is here 


with all my Heart ; but I fear your Los ging will be the 
worſt, I have but two Beds, and they are both in a 
Chamber, and the Carrier and his Daughter lies in the 
one, and you and your Wiſe muſt lye in the other. 

Cob. Faith, Sir, for myſelt I do not greatly paſs, 
My Wife is weary, and wouid be at reit, 

For we have travell'd very far to day. 
We muſt be content with ſuch as yeu have. 

Hs. But J cannot tell how to do with your Man. 

Har, What? haf thou never an empty Room in thy 
Houſe for me; 

Het. Not a Bed in troth. There came a poor Pi- 
man, and I lodg'd him in the Barn, where he has fair 
Straw, although he have nothing elle, 

Har. Well, mine Hoſt, I prithee help me to a pair of 
clean Sheets, and I'il go lod: ge with hun. 

Hot. By the Maſs that thoa ſhalt, a good j air of hem- 
pen Sheets were ne'er lain in: come. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Conftable, Mayor, end IWFatch. 

Mayr. What? have you earcht the own ? 
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Cor. All the Town, Sir, we have not left a Houſe an 
ſearch'd that uſes to lodge. 

Mayor. Surely my Lord of Rocheſter was then deceiv'd, 
Or ill inform'd of Sir 7 Oldcafile ; 

Or if he came this way, he's paſt the Town, 
He could not elſe have 'etcap'd you in the Search. 

Con The privy Watch hath been abroad all Night, 
And not a Stranger lodgeth in the Town 
But he is known, only a luſty Prieſt 
We found a-Bed with a pretty Wench, 

That ſays ſhe is his Wife, yonder at the Shears ; 
But we have charg'd the Hoſt with his forth coming 
To morrow Morning. 

Mayor. What think you beſt to do? 

Cor. Faith, Mr. Mayor, here's a few ftragling Houſes 
beyond the Bridge, and a little Inn where Carriers ute to 
lodge, although I think ſurely he would ne'er lodge there; 
but we'll go ſearch, and the rather becauſe there came 
Notice to the Town the laſt Night of an r;/man, that 
had done a Murther, whom we are to make ſearch for. 

Mayor. Come, I pray, you and be Circumſpect. | Exeunt. 


Con. Firſt beſet the Houſe, before you begin to ſearch. 


OF. Content, every Maa take a ſeveral place. 
[4 Noiſe within, 
Keep, keep, ſtrike him down there, down with him. 
Enter Conftable arith the Iriſhman in Harpool's Apparel. 

Con. Coae you villainous Heretick, tell us where your 
Maſter is. 

Triſh. Vat Meter ? 

Mayor. Vat Meſter? you counterfeit Rebel? This ſhall 
not ierve your turn. 

Trip. By Sent Patrick J ha no Meſter, 

Con. Where's the Lord Co55am, Sir Fobn Oldcaſile, that 
lately eicaped out of the 772. ? 

Trib. Vat Lord Col. ms 

Mayor. Lou Connteric it, tis ſhall not ſerve you, we']l 
torture you, we'il make yen contels where that arch He- 
retick is. Come bind him fit. 

Iriſb. Ahone, ahone, anon, a Cree. 

Con. Ahone, you craſty Raſcal? Exeunt. 

Lord Cobham comes out flealing in his Gown. 

Cob. Harpool, Harpool, I hear a marvellous Noiſe * 


0 
3: 


ut 


> 
4 
* 


. 


Sir JoHN OT DSASTLE. 63 


the Houſe, God warrant us, I ſear we are purſu'd; what, 


Harpool ? 

Har. within.) Who calls there ? 

Cob. Tis I, doſt thou not hear a Noiſe about the Houlſle 

Har. Yes, marry do I, zounds I cannot find my Hoe ; 
this Jriſb Raſcal, that lodg'd with me all Night, hath ſtoln 
my Apparel, and has lett me * but a lowſte Mantle, 
and a pair cf Broags. Get up, get up, and if the Car- 
rier and his Wench be aſleep, ch inge you with him as he 
hath done with me, and fee if he can "cape. 

Noiſe heard about the Houje a pretty avhile, then enter the 
Conſtable meeting Harpool i» the Iriſhman's Apparel. 
Con. Stand cloſe, here comes the 7-;Aman that did the 

Murther, by all Tokens this is he. 


Mayor. And perceiving the Houſe beſet, would get a- 
way; ſtand, Sirrah. 

Har. What art thou that bid'ſt me ſtand ? 

Con. I am the Officer, and am come to ſearch for an 
Irimav, ſuch a Villain as thy ſelf; thou haſt murther'd 
a Man this laſt Night by the high-way. 

Har. Sblood Conſtable art thou mad? am I an :6- 
man? 

Mayor. Sirrah, we'll find you an Liſhbman before we 
part; lay hold upon him. 

OR Make him faſt, O thou bloody Rogue ! 

Euter Lord Cobham and his Lady, in the Carrier and 
Wench's Apparel. 

Cab. What will theie Oſtlers fleep all Day? 

Good morrow, 2cod morrow, come Wench, come; 
Saddle, Saddle, now atore God two fair Days, ha? 

Cen. Who goes there? 

Mayor. O tis Lancojpi ire Carrier, let them paſs. 

Cob. What, will no boly one the Gates here ? 
Come, let's int' Stable to ook for our Capons. 


[ Exeunt Cobham and his Lady, 
Club. Hoſt, why Oſtler ? [The Carrier calling, 


Zwooks here's ſuch abomination Company of Boys: 

A Pox of this Pigſty at the Houle end, 

It fills all the Houſe full of Fleas : Oitler, Oſtler. 
Oz. Who calls there? what would you have: 

Club. Zwooks, do you rob your Gueits ? 

Do you lodge Rogues, and Slaves, and Scoundrels, ha? 


They 
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They ha' ſtol'n our Cloaths here? why Oſtler? 
O/t!, A murren choak you, what a bawling you keep, 
Hoſt. How now ? what would the Carrier have? 

Look vp there 
O/i/. They ſay the Man and the Woman that lay by 

them, have floin their Cloatlis. 

He. What are they ſtrange Folks up yet that came in 
Yeſter Night? 

Con. What mine Holt, up ſo early? 

Heſt. What Mr. Mehr, and Mr. Conflable ? 

Mayor. We are come to ſeck for ſome ſuſpected Per- 
ſons, and ſuch as here we found have apprehended. 

Enter Carrier and Kate, in Cobham and Lady's Apparel. 

Con. Who comes here? 

Club. Who comes here? A plague found ome, you 
bawl quoth a, odds hat I'll forſwear your Houſe ; you 
lodg'd a Fellow and his Wife by us, that ha' run away 
with our Parrel, and left us ſuch Gew-Gaws here; come 
Kate, come to me, thowſe dizeard y'faith. 

Mayor. Mine Hoſt, know you this Man? 

Hoſt. Yes, Maſter Mayor, I'll give my word for him, 
why Neighbour Cub, how comes this gear about? 

Kate. Now a toul on't, I cannot make this Gew-gaw 
fland on my Head 

Con. How come this Man and Woman thus attired ? 

Heoft. Here came a Man and Woman hither this laſt 
Night, which I did take for ſubſtantial People, and lodg'd 
all in one chamber by theſe Folks ; methinks have been 
ſo bold to change Apparrel, and gene away this Morning 
e'er they roſe. 

Mayor. That was that Traitor OlAcaſtle that thus eſcapt 
us; make hue and cry after him, keep faſt the traiterous 
Rebel his Servant there; farewel, mine Hoſt. 

Car. Come Kate Owdham, thou and Ie trim!y dizard. 

Kate. I faith mean Club, Ilie won'tne'er what to do. Iſe be B 
ſo flouted and ſo ſhouted at; and by th' Meſs Ie cry. ¶ Ex uu. Ir 

Enter Cobham and his Lach difſeuisd. 

Cob. Come, Madam, happily eſe:p'd, here let us fit, V 
This Place is far remote from any Path, 
And here a while our weary Limbs may reſt 
To take refreſhing, free from the purſuit 
Of envious Rechefter, 
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L. Cob. But where, my Lord, 


Shall we find reſt for our diſquiet Minds? 


There dwell untamed Thoughts that hardly ſtoop 
To ſuch abaſement of diſdained Rags: 
We were not wont to travel thus by Night, 
Eſpecially on Foot. 
Cog. No matter, Love, extremities admit no better e oice: 
And were it not for thee, ſay froward time 
Impos'd a great Task, I would eſteem it 
As lightly as the Wind that blows upon us; 
But in thy ſufferance I am doubly taskt ; 
Thou wait not wont to have the Earth thy Stool, 
Nor the moiſt dewy Grafs thy Pillow, nor 
Thy Chamber to be the wide Horizon. 
L. Cob. How can it ſeem a trouble, having you 
A Partner with me, in the worſt J feel ? 
No, gentle Lord, your Preſence would give eaſe 
To Death it ſelf, ſhould he now ſeize upon me. 
Here's Bread and Chieſe, and à Bottles 
Behold what my foreſight hath underta'en 
For fear we faint, they are but homely Cates, 
Yet ſawc'd with Hunger, they may ſeem as ſweet 
As greater Dainties we are wont to taſte. 
Cob. Praiſe be to him, whoſe plenty ſends both this 
And all things elſe our mortal Bodies need: 
Nor ſcorn we this poor feeding, nor the State 
We now are in, for what is it on Earth, 
Nay under Heav'n, continues at a ſtay ? 


Ebbs not the Sea, when it hath overflown ? 


Follows not Darkneſs, when the Day 1s gone ? 
And fee we not ſometimes the Eye of Heav'n 
Dim'd with o'er-flying Clouds? There's not that work 
Of careful Nature, or of cunning Art, 
How ſtrong, how beauteous, or how rich it be, 
But falls in time to ruin. Here, gentle Madam, 
In this one Draught I waſh my Sorrow down. [Drinks. 
L. Cob. And I, encourag'd with your cheartul Speech, 
Will do the like. 
Cob. Pray God poor Harpo] come, 
If he ſhould fall into the Biſhop's Hands, 


Or not remember where we bad him meet us, 


It were the thing of all things elſe, that now 


Could 
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Could breed revolt in this new peace of Mind. Ane 

L. Cob Fear not, my Lord, he's witty to deviſe, Dic 
And ſtrong to execute » preſent ſhift. Eve 

Cob. That Power be hi hi: Guide hath guided us. To 
My dro:v$e Eyes wax hervy ; early riſing, An 
Together with the Trave we have had, Th 
Makes me that I could take a Nap, Wi 


Were I perſwaded we might be ſecure. = 
L. Cob. Let that depend on me, whlilit you do ſleep, | Sec 


Til watch that no Mi-forture happen us. Th 
Cob. I ſhall, dear Wife, be too mueh trouble to thee, 
L. C:b. Urge not that, | Lo 

My Duty binds me, and your Love commands; Da 

J would I had the skill with tuned Voice 1 

To draw on ſleep with ſome ſweet Melody. Av 

But imperfc&ion and unzptnefe too Ur 

Are both repugnant: Fear inſerts the one, Be 

The other Nature hatli denied me uſe. 

But what talk I of means, to purchaſc that Ar 

Ts freely happen'd ? Sleep with gentle Hand, 

Hath ſhut his Eye-lids. O Victorious Labour, Of 

How ſoon thy Pow'r can charm the Body's Senſe ? T 

And now thou likewiſe climb'ſt unto my Brain, De 

Making my heavy Temple ſtoop to thee, * 

Great God of Heaven from Danger keep us free. 

[Falls aſleep. 
Enter Sir Richard Lee, and his Men. IT. 
Lee. A Murther cloſely done, and in my Ground? Ii 

Search carefully, if any were it were, | D 

This obſcure Thicket is the likelieft Place. 8 
Ser. Sir, I found the Body ſtiff with cold, Ts 

And mangled cruelly with many Wounds. I 
Lee. Look if thou know'ſt him, turn his Body up: L 5 

Alack, itis my Son, my Son and Heir, 1 

Whom two Years ſince I ſent to Ireland, T 

To practice there the Diſcipline of War, 7 


And coming home, for ſo he wrote to me, 
Some ſavage Heart, ſome bloody devilliſh Hand, | 
Either in hate, or thirſting for his Coin, E 
Hath here ſluc'd out his Blood. Unhappy hour, 
A curſed Place, but moſt unconſlant Fate, , 
That hadſt reſery'd him from the Bullets fire, 


And 
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And ſuffer'd him to 'ſcape the Wood. kerns fury, 4 

Diqdſt here ordain the Treaſure of his Life, | 
Even here within the Arms of tender Peace, ö 

To be conſum'd by Treaſon's waſteful Hand? 
And, which is moſt afflicting to my Soul, f 
That this his Death and Murder ſhould be wrought, 

Without the Knowledge by whole means *twas done. 

| 2 Ser. Not ſo, Sir, I have found the Authors of it, 

See where they ſit, and in their bloody Fiſts 

The fatal Initraments of Death and Sin. 

Lee. Juſt Judgment of that Power, whoſe gracious Eye, 

Loathing the ſight of ſuch a heinous Fact, | 
Dazling their Senſes with benumming Sleep, 

Till their unhallowed Treachery was known. 

Awake ye Monſters, Murtherers awake, | 
Tremble for Horror, bluſh you cannot chuſe, | 

| Beholding this unhuman Deed of yours. | 

Cob. What mean you, Sir, to trouble weary Souls, 

And interrupt us of our quiet Sleep ? 
Lee. © deviliſh ! can you boaſt unto your ſelves 
Of quiet Sleep, having within your Hearts 
The guilt of Murder waking, that which cries, 
Deats the loud Thunder, and ſollicits Heav'n 
With more than Mandrakes Shrieks for your Offence ? ; 
L. Cob. What Murder? You upbraid us wrongfully. | 
p, | Lee. Can you deny the Fact? See you not here 
The Body of my Son, by you miſdone ? 
Look on his Wounds, look on his Purple hue ! 71 
| Do we not find you where the Deed was done ? 1 
Were not your Knives faſt cloſed in your Hands ? | 
Is not this Cloth an Argument beſide, 
"Thus ſtain'd and ſpotted with his innocent Blood? 
Theſe ſpeaking Characters, were there nothing elſe 
To plead againit ye, would convict you both. 
To Hartford with them, where the Sizes now are kept, 
Their Lives ſhall anſwer for my Son's loſt Life, 

Cob. As we are innocent, ſo may we ſpeed. 

Lee. As Tamwrong'd, ſo may the Law proceed. [ Exeunt. 
| Enter Biſhop of Rocheſter Conſtable of St. Albans, with 
Prieſt, Doll, and the Irifman in Harpool' Apparel. 
Roch. What intricate Confuſion have we here? 


Not two hours ſince we apprehended one 5 
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In Habit Vi, but in Speech nog jo ; 


it in Habit Engl: Yed, and more than ſo, 
'T he Servant of that Heretick Lord Cobham, 


I iſb. Fait me be no Servant of de Lort Cobham, 
Me be Mack Chane of Ufer. 


You cannot blind us with your broken Fish. 


Har pool or not Harpool, that I leave to the Trial; 


Here comes my Lady, Sorrow tis for her, 
Thy Wound is grievous, elle I ſcoff at thee. 
What and poor Harpool ! art thou i'th* Briars too? 


- 


And now you bring another, that in Speech is Jig, 


Roch. Otherwiſe call'd Harpool of Kent, go to, Sir, 


Prieft. I ruſt me, faid Biſhop, whether Fiſ or Engl 1 
Fre 


Har 


But ſure I am, this Man by Face and Speech, t 
Is he tt at murder'd young Sir Richard Lee: L. 
J met him preſently upon the Fact, ur 
And that he flew his M:fter for that Gold, 0 
Thoſe Jewels, and that Chain I took from him. 6117 
Roch. Well, our Aſtairs do call us back to London, 2 
So that we cannot proſecute the Cauie b 
As we deſire to do, therefore we leave Ma 
The Charge with du, to fee they are convey'd Ke! t] 
To Hartford Sine: Both this Counterteit, 0, 
And you, Sir Foz of Moba, and your Wench, n 
For you are culpable as well as they, of 
Though rot for Murtier, yet for Felony. 1 10 
But ſince you are the means to bring to light 4 
This graceleis Murther, ye ſhall be with you t 
Our Letters to the Judges of the Bench, 1 
To be your Friends in what they lawful may. ul 1 
Piet. I thank your Lordſhip. [Excuntf * 
Enter Goaler, bringing forth Lord Cobham. pat 

Goal. Bring forth the Priſoners, ſee the Courtprepar'd 4 

The Juſtices are coming to the Bench: 

So, let him ſtand, away and fetch the reſt. [Fuß mn 
Cob. O give me Patience to endure this Scourge, no 
Thou that art Fountain of that virtuous Stream, 9 
And tho' contempt of Witneſs and Reproach 7 
Hang on theſe Iron Gyves, to preſs my Life no! 
As low as Earth, yet ſtrengthen me with Faith, gs 
That I may mount in Spirit above the Clouds. 01 
Enter Gealer, bringing in Lady Cobham and Harpool. $4 
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Har. T'faith, my Lord, Iam in, get out how I can. 
IL. Cob. Say, gentle Lord, tor now we are alone, 
Ind may confer, ſhall we confeſs in brief, 
df whence and what we are, and fo prevent 
he Accuſation is commenc'd againſt us! 
Cob. What will that help us? Being known, ſweet Love, 
ſe ſhall for Hereſie be put to Death, 
r{ they term the Religion we profeſs. 
bo, if we dye, let this our Comfort be, 
at of the Guilt impos'd our Souls are free. 
Har. Ay, ay, my Lord, Harpool is ſo reſolv'd, 
real of Death the leſs in that I die, 
dt by the Sentence of that envious Prieſt, 
I. Cob. Well, be it then according as Heaven pleaſe. 
er Lord Fuche, Ju tices, Mayor of St. Aibans, Lord 
Powis, aud his Lad ip, Ou Sir Richard Lee: The Judge 
2 25 ite take their Places. 
Now, Mr. Mayor, what Gentleman is that 
; bring with you upon the Bench ? 
Major. The Lord Pow:s, if it like your Honour, 
4 his Lady travelling toward Hales; 
„for they lodg'd laſt Night within my Houle, 
| —— Lord Bi op did lay wait for ſuch, 
re very willing to come on with me, 
t for their {akes, ſuſpicion we might wrong. 
. We cry your Honour mercy, good my Lord, 
t pleaſe you take your place. Madam, your Ladyſhip 
nere, or where you will, repoſe your ſelf, 
il this buſineſs now in hand be palt. 
A Pow. I will withdraw into ſome other Room, 
that your Lordſhip and the reſt be pleas'd. 
age. With all our Hearts: Attend the Lady there. 
No. Wife, I have ey'd yon Pris'ners all this while, 
my Conceit doth tell me, 'tis our Friend 
noble Cobham, and his virtuous Lady, 
Pw, Ithinkno leſs, are they ſuſpected for this Murther ? 
Fw, What it means 
ot tell, but we ſhall know anon. 
time as you paſs by them, aſk the queſtion, 
o it ſecretly, you be not ſeen, 
ool, Pnake ſome ſign, that I know your Mind. 
[ 4s ſbe paſſes over the Stage by them. 
Post 
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L. Pow. My Lord Cobham ! Madam? 
Cob. No Cobham now, nor Madam, as you love us, 
But John of Lancaſhire, and Joan his Wife, 
L. Pow. Otell, what is it that our love can do 
To pleaſure you, for we are bound to you ? I 
Cob. Nothing but this; that you conceal our Names; 
So, gentle Lady, paſs for being ſpied. 
L. Pow. My Heart I leave, to bear part of your Grief, 


[ Exit, 80 

Fudge. Call the Priſoners to the Bar: Sir Richard Lee, I 
What Evidence can you bring againſt thoſe People, O 
To prove them guilty of the Murther done? Ee 


Lee. This bloody Towel, and theſe naked Knives, V 
Beſide, we found them fitting by the Place, 


Where the dead Body lay within a Buſh. A 
Judge. What anſwer you, why Law ſhould not proceeÞHe 
Aecording to this Evidence given in, All 
Jo tax ye with the Penalty of Death ? Sta 
Cob. That we are free from Murther's very thought, II. 
And know not how the Gentleman was ſlain. The 


1 Juſt. How came this linnen- cloth ſo bloody then ? 
L. Cob. My Huſband, hot with travelling, my Lord, FThe 
His Noſe guſht out a bleeding, that was it. (ſneath'd And 
2 Juſt. But how came your ſharp-edg'd Knives ufHHis 
L. Cob. To cut ſuch fimple Victual as we had. Mea 
udge. Say we admit this Anſwer to theſe Articles, L I. 
What made you in ſo private a dark Nook, 
So far remote from any common Path, yt, 
As was the Thicket where the dead Corps was thrown Þ 7: 
Cob. Journey ing, my Lord, from London from the 'Ter ith 


Down into Lancaſhire, where we do dwell ; et 
And what with Age, and Travel being faint, tor y 
We gladly ſought a place where we might reſt, lou 
Free from reſort of other Paſſengers, eſid 
0 


And ſo we ſtray'd into that ſecret Corner. 
Judge. 'Theie are but ambages to drive off time, P', 
And linger Juſtice from her purpos'd end. A 
But who are thele ? | 
Enter Conſtable with the Iriſhman, Pri:ft, and oy 
Con. Stay Judgment, and releaſe thoſe Innocents, 


For hcre is he "land indi hath done the Deed, 


For which they itanq indicted at the Bar; 


Sir JOHN OLDCASTLE 71 


This ſavage Villain, this rude 7 Slave, 
His Tongue already hath confeſs'd the Fact, 
And here is witneſs to confirm as much. 
| Pricft. Yes, my good Lord, no ſooner had he ſla 
His loving Maſter tor the Wealth he had, 
But I upon the inſtant met with him : 
And what he purchas'd with the loſs of Blood, 
With ftrokes I preſently bereav'd him of, 
„some of the which is ſpent, the reſt remaining, 
„I willingly ſurrender to the Hands 
Of old Sir Richard Lee, as being his ; 
Beſide, my Lord Judge, I greet your Honour 
Vith Letters from my Lord of Rocheſter [ Deliver} them, 
Lee. Is this the Wolf, whoſe thirſty Throat did drink |, 
My dear Son's Blood? Art thou the Snake 
tee He cheriſht, yet with envious piercing Sting 
Aſſaild'ſt him mortally ? Were't not that the Law 
Stands ready to revenge thy Cruelty, 
at, Traitor to God, thy Maſter, and to me, 
Theſe Hands ſhould be thy Executioner. 
12 Þ Fadge. Patience, Sir Richard Lee, you ſhall have Juſtice] 
d. The Fact is odious, therefore take him hence, 
Wind being hang'd until the Wretch be dead, 
unis Body after ſhall be hang'd in Chains, 
Near to the Place where he did a& the Murder. 
es, I Lib. Prithee, Lord Shudge, let me have mine own 
loaths, my Strouces there, and let me be hang'd in a 
Vyth after my Country the Ii Faſhion. Exit. 
wen Judge. Go to, away with him. And now, Sir Jahn, 
Ter though by you this Murder came to light, 
et upright Law will not hold you excus'd, 
for you did rob the [-:4man, by which 
Jou ftand attainted here of Felony : 
eſide, you have been lewd, and many Years 
d a laſcivious, unbeſeeming life. mend now, 
Prieſt. O but, my Lord, Sir 7ovr, repents, and he will 
Judge. In hope thereof, together with the favour 
y Lord of Rocheſler intreats for you, 
Dl. e are content you ſhall be proved, 
ts, Prieft, IJ thank your Lordſhip. 
Fudge, Theſe falſly kere accus'd, and brought 
peril Wwiongfully, we in like fort do ſet at liberty. 
J Lee, 
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Lee, And for amends, 
Touching the wrong unwittingly I have done, 
I give theſe few Crowns. 
Fudge. Your kindneſs merits Praiſe, Sir Richard Lee. 
So let us hence. [ Exeunt all but Powis and Cobham, 
Pew, But Powwis ſtill muſt ſtay, | 
There yer remains a part of that true Love, 
He owes his noble Friend, unſatisfied 
And unperform'd, which firſt of all doth bind me 
To gratulate your Lordſhip's ſafe delivery: 
And then intreat, that fince unlookt for thus 
We here are met, your Honour would vouchſafe 
Jo ride with me to Wales, where though my Power, 
{Though not to quittance thoſe great Benefits 
1 have receiv'd of you) yet both my Houſe, 
My Purſe, my Servants, and what elſe I have, 
Are allat your Command. Deny me not, 
J know the Biſhop's Hate purſues ye ſo, 
As there's no ſafety in abiding here. 
Cab. Tis true, my Lord, and God forgive him for it. 
Pew, They let us hence, you ſhall be ſtraight provided 
Of luſty Geldings : and once entred V ales, | 
Well may the Biſhop hunt, but ipight his Face, 
He never more ſhall have the Game in Chace. [Tun. 
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